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^^ Loap, 

A general repeat having encouraged me 
^0 htcome the Editor of a more complete coU 
Miction of the posthumous compositions (fmy 
fetjered relation^ the poet CowpeR) than hca 
hitherto appeared^ I consider it as my duty to 
the deceased^ to inscribe the volume that eon^ 
tains them to his exalted friend^ by whom the 
genius of the p^et^i^ps Mjusthf, appreciate^ f 
as the virtues of tht momlist were effecip(fi(y 
patronized. It wovl^fie i'sfipertinejit in me to 
attempt any new encomium >(&i(^ writer so 
highly endeared t(^, evj^„c^ivated mind in 
thai country which it ttfos the Javdurite exer- 
cise of his patriotic spirit to describe and to 
c/dehrate : but I may be allowed to observe, that 
one of the few additions inserted in this col- 
Ipction will be particularly welcome to every 



reader of sensibUity, as an eulogy on th 
tractive quality so gracefuUy visible in o 
writings of Cowper. 

Permit me to dose this imperfect trib\ 
my respect, by saying, it is my deep sei 
those important services, for which the c 
ed poet was indebted to the kindness of ] 
Spencer, that impels me to the libi 
am now takings of thus publicly decl 
myself 

Your Lordship*s 

Highly obliged, and 
Very faithful serva 
JOHJSr JOHjy> 
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PREFACE. 



It \i inctimbeDt on me to apprize the 
reader, that hj fiir the greater part of the 
poems to whieh I have now the honour to 
kitrodtice hitn, have been already published 
bjr Mr. Hayley. That endeared friend of 
the deceased poet having enriched iiis co- 
pious and faithful life of him with a large 
eoilection of his minor pieces soon after his 
deatbt and hating since given to the world 
a distinct edition of his Translations from 
the Latin and Italian verses of Milton, every 
thing seemed accomplished that the merits 
and memory of a poet, so justly popular as 
Cowper, appeared to require. But of late 
years a fresh and detached collection of all 
his poems being wished for by his friends, 
I was flattered by their request, that I would 
present them to the public as the editor of 
his third poetical volume. 

Having accepted this honourable invita- 
tion, my first care was to assemble as maa^ 
a2 



6 PKIFACE. 

of the editions of the two former Tolumes as 
I could possibly meet with, that nothing 
might be admitted into their projected com- 
panion which the public already possessed 
in them. With one slight exception I believe 
I secured that desirable point. My next em- 
ployment was to make such a copious but 
careful selection from the unpublished poe- 
try of Cowper, which I happily possessed, 
and which I had only imparted to a few 
friends, as while it gratified his admirers, 
might in no instance detract from his poeti- 
cal reputation. I should tremble for the ha- 
zard to which my partiality to the composi- 
tions of my beloved relation exposed me in 
discharging this part of ray office, if I did not 
hope to find in the reader a fondness of the 
same kind ; and if I were not assured that a 
careless or slovenly habit, in the production 
of his verses, has never been imputed to the 
author of the Task. 

The materials of the volume being thus 
provided, the ascertaining their dates was 
my remaining concern. In a few instances 



PREFACE. 7 

author ; a few more I collected • from inti- 
mations in his letters: but in several, the dif- 
ficulty of discovering them pressed upon my- 
self. This was especially the case with the 
very interesting additional poem addressed 
by Cowper to an unknown lady on reading 
"*fc« Prayer for Indifference.^ Of the exis- 
tence of these verses I had not even heard 
till I was called on to superintend the vo- 
lume, in which they make their first public 
appearance. I am inclined to believe, that 
during the ten years of my domestic inter- 
course with the poet they had never occur- 
red to his recollection. He appears to have 
imparted them only to his highly valued and 
affectionate relative, the Reverend Martia 
Madan, brother of the late Bishop of Peter- 
borough, from whose Common-place Book 
they were transcribed by his daughter, and 
kindly communicated to me. There being 
nothing in Mr. Madan's copy of these verses 
from which their date could be inferred, it 
was only by a minute comparison of the poein 
itself with the various local and mental cir- 
coBistances, which his life exhibits, tVi'aX V 
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was enabled to discorer the year of their 
production. The labour attending this and 
other instances of research, in which I hare 
been obliged to engage for the purpose of as- 
certaining the dates of several minor poems, 
will be best understood by those who are 
practically acquainted with similar investiga- 
tions. After all, there are some of which no 
diligence of mine could develope the exact 
time ; biit with the greater number I trust 
their proper order of succession has been 
carefully secured to them. 

From this brief account of the volume 
before the reader, I pass on to the memoir 
of its author. Had I not already embarked 
in a preparation of the poems, when I was 
requested to prefix a sketch of the poet's life, 
an unaffected distrust of my ability to achieve 
it would have precluded me from making 
such an .attempt ; but a peculiar interest in 
these relics of Cowper having been wrought 
into my feelings, while I was arranging them 
fbr the press, I was unwilling to shrink from 
a proposed task, by which I might hope to 
contribute, in sonle degree, to the expanding 
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renown of my revered relation. I there- 
fore ventured to advance on the only path in 
the wide field of biography, in which my 
humble steps could accompany Cowper, 
namely, that in which I could simply 

— — — ^— " retrace 
" (As in a map, the voyager his course,) 
** The windings of his way through many years." 

Into this path it might seem presumptuous 
in me to invite those whom my kind and 
constant friend, Mr. Hayley, has made inti- 
mately acquainted with Cowper, by his ex- 
tensive and just biography; but to such 
readers as happen not to have perused his 
more copious work, I may venture to re- 
commend the following <' Map of Cowper's 
Life," as possessing one of its prime charac- 
teristics, namely, fidelity of delineation. 
Bedford, Aprilj 1815. 
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THE LIFE OF COWPER. 



WitUAK Cowpxft, the ftibjcct of the following 
brief Memoir, was born at Great Berkliampttead, in 
lleitfoHshire, on the fSfteentii of November, 1731. 
His father, the Rev. John Cowper, D. D. Rector of 
that place, and one of the chaplains of King Georg» 
the Second, married Anne, daughter of Rogeir 
Donne, Esq. of Lndfaam-hall, in the county of Nor- 
folk. She died in childbed on the thirteenth of Novem- 
ber, 1737 ; and he of a paralytic seizure on the tenth 
of July, 1756. Of five sons and two daughters, the 
issue of this marriage, WUliam and John only sur- 
vived their parents : the rest died in their infancy. 

Such was his origin ;— but it must be added, that 
tiie highest blood of the realm flowed in the veins 
'of the modest and unassuming Cowper. It is per- 
liape abea^ known that his grandfather, Spencer 
Cowper, was Chief Justice of the Common Pleas, 
and next brother to William, first Eari Cowper, and 
Lord High Chancellor of England -. but his mother 
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was descended through the families of Hippesley of 
Throughley, in Sussex, and Pellet of Bolney, in the 
same county, from the several noble houses of West, 
Knollys, Carey, BuUen, Howard, and Mowbray ; 
and so by four different lines from Henry the Third, 
king of England. Distinctions of this nature can 
shed no additional lustre on the memory of Cow- 
per ; but genius, however exalted, disdains not, while 
it boasts not, the splendour of ancestry ; and^royalty 
itself may be flattered, and perhaps benefitted, by 
discovering its kindred to such piety, such jmrity, 
such talents as his. 

The simplicity of the times that witnessed the 
childhood of Cowper, assigned \^m his first instruc- 
tion at a day-school in his native village. The read- 
er may recollect an illusion to this circumstance in 
his beautiful Monody on the receipt of his mother's 
Picture, 

" the gard'ner Robin, day by daj 
•* Drew me to school along the public way, 
*' Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapt 
*' In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capt.** 

On the death of the beloved parent, who is so ttB- 
derly commemorated in that exquisite poem, and 
- who just lived to see him conplete his sixth year,h0 
was placed under the care of Dr. Pitman, of Maiketf 
street, a few miles distant from the paternal roof. 
At thb respectable academy he remained till he was 
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fight ytean of age, when the alanning appearance 
«f specks on both his eyes induced his father to send 
him to the house of a female oculist in London. Her 
attempts, however, to relieve him, were unsuccess- 
fol, and at the expiration of two years he exchanged 
ber residence for that of Westminster-school, where, 
sometime afterwards a remedy was unexpectedly 
provided for him in the small-pox, which, as he says 
is a lettsiir to Mr. Hayley, " proved the better oculist 
•f the two." What degree of proficiency, as to the 
fiidimeilts of education, he carried with him to this 
veneral^Ie establishment, at the head of which was 
Dr. JNichols, does not appear, but that he left it in 
the year 1749, with scholastic attainments of the 
first order, is beyond a doubt. 

After spending three months with his father of 
Berkhamstead, he was placed in the family of a Mr. 
Chapmen, a solicitor, in London, with a view to his 
instrttction in the practice of the law. To this gen- 
tleman he was engaged by articles, for three years. 
The opportunities, however, which a residence in 
the house of his legal tutor afforded him, for attain- 
uig the skill that he was supposed to be in search of, 
were so far from attaching him to legal studies, that 
he iq[ient the greater part of his time in the house of 
a near relation. This he playfully confesses in the 
Ibllowing passage of a letter to a daughter of that 
relative, more than thirty years after the time he 
describes : " I did actually live three years with Mr. 

B 
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t^hapman, a solicitor, that is to say, I slept tbrM 
years in his house ; but I lived, that is to say, I spent 
my days in Southampton-row, as you very well re- 
member. There was T, and the future Lord Chancel- 
lor, constantly employed from morning to night io 
giggling and making giggle, instead of studying the 
law. Oh fie, cousin ! how could you do so ?" The 
subject of this sprightly remonstrance was the lady 
Hesketh, who so materially contributed to the com- 
fort of the dejected poet in his decliningyears; and 
the chancellor alluded to was lord Thurlow. This 
trifling anecdote is no otherwise worthy of record^ 
than as it may serve to show, that^e profession 
which his friends had selected for him, had nothing 
in it congenial with the mind of Cowper. 

The three years for which he had been consigned 
to the office of the solicitor being expired, at the age 
of twenty-one he took possession of a set of cham- 
bers in the Inner Temple. By this step he became, 
or rather ought to have become, a regular student 
of law ; but it soon appeared that the higher pursuits 
of jurisprudence were as little capable of fixing kis 
attention, as the elementary parts of that science 
bad proved. It is not to be supposed, indeed, dnt 
at this maturer age, he continued those habits «f 
idleness and dissipation which have already beea 
noticed ; but it is certain, from a colloquial acconnt 
of his early years, with which he favoured his friend 
Mr. Hayley, that literature, and particularly of « 
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poetical kind, was his principal pursuit in the Tem- 
ple, in the cultivation of studies so agreeable to hii 
taste, he could not fail to associate occasionally with 
such of his Westminster school-fellows as were re- 
sident in London, and whom he knew to be emi- 
nent literary characters. The elder Colman, Bon- 
ne! Thornton, and Lloyd, were especially of this 
description. With these, therefore, he seems to 
have contracted the greatest intimacy, assisting the 
two former in their periodical publication, The Con- 
noisseur ; and the latter, as Mr. Hayley conjectures, 
in the works which his slender finances obliged him 
to engage in. The Duncombes also, fatlier and son, 
two amiable scholars of Stocks, in Hertfordshire, and 
intimate friends of his surviving parent, were among 
the writers of the time, to whose poetical produc- 
tions Cowper contributed. In short, the twelve 
years which he spent in the Temple, were, if not 
entirely devoted to classical pursuits, yet so much 
engrossed by them as to add little or nothing to the 
slender stock of legal knowledge which he had pre- 
viously acquired In the house of the solicitor. 

The prospect of a professional income of his own 
acquiring, under circumstances like these, being out 
of the question, and his patrimonial resources be- 
ing neariy exhausted, it occurred to him, towards 
the end of the above-mentioned period, that not 
only was his long cherished wish of settling in ma- 
trimonial lif« thus painfully precluded, but he was 
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even in danger of personal want. It is not unlikely 
that his friends were aware of the probability of 
nuch an event, from the uniform inattention he had 
jdiown to his legal studies ; for in the thirty-first year 
of bis age they procured him a nomination to the 
•offices of reading-clerk, and clerk of the private 
j^ommittees in the House of Lords. But he was by 
no means qualified for discharging the duties annex- 
ed to either of these employments ; nature having 
' pissigned him such an extreme tenderness of spirit, 
as, to use his own powerful expression, made a pub- 
tic exhibition of himself, under any circumstances, 
" mortal poison" to him. No sooner, therefore, had 
he adverted to the consequence of his accepting so 
eonspicuous an appointment, the splendour of which 
he confesses to have dazzled him into a momentary 
jDonseut, than, it forcibly striking him at the same 
tijpe, that such a favourable opportunity for his mar- 
rying might never occur again, his mind became the 
seat of the most conflicting sensations. These con- 
tinued and increased, for the space of a week, to 
such a painful degree, that seeing no possible way 
of recovering any measure of his former tranquili- 
ty, except by resigning the situation which the kind- 
ness of his friends had procured him, he most ear- 
nestly entreated that they would allow him to do 
so. To this, though with great reluctance, they at 
length consented, he having offered to exchange it 
for a much less lucrative indeed, but, as he flattered 
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himself, a less irksome office, which was also vacant 
at that time, namely, the clerkship of the jomnals 
in the House of Lords. 

The return of something like composure to the 
mind of Cowper was the consequence of this ar- 
rangement between him and his friends. It was a 
calm, however, but of short duration ; for he had 
scarcely been possessed of it three days, when an 
unhappy and unforeseen incident not only robbed 
him of this semblance of comfort, but involved him 
in more than his former distress. A dispute in par- 
liament, in reference to the last mentioned appoint- 
ment, laid him under the formidable necessity of a 
personal appearance at the bar of the House of 
Lords, that his fitness for the undertaking might be 
pnblicly acknowledged. The trembling apprehen- 
sion with which the timid and exquisitely sensible 
mind of this amiable man could not fail to look for- 
ward to an event of this sort, rendered every inter- 
mediate attempt to prepare himself for the exami- 
nation completely abortive ; and the consciousness 
that it did so, accumulated his terrors. These had 
risen, in short, to a confusion of mind so incompati- 
ble with the integrity of reason, when the eve of the 
dreaded ceremony actually arrived, that his intel- 
lectual powers sunk under it. He was no longer 
himself. 

In this distressing situation it was found neces- 
8ary» iu the month of December, 1763, to remove 
B 2 
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tiiin to St. Alban's ; from whence, through the skil- 
fol and humane treatment of Dr. Cotton, ' under 
whose care he was placed, his friends hoped that he 
would soon return in the full enjoyment of his for- 
mer faculties. In the most material part of their 
wish it pleased God to indulge them, his recoveiy 
being happily effected in somewhat less than eight 
months. Instead, however, of revisiting the scenes 
in which his painful calamity had first occurred, he 
remainied with his amiable physician nearly a twelve- 
month after he had pronounced his cure ; and tliat 
from motives altogether of a devotional kind! 

On this part of the poet's history it may be pro- 
p^ to observe, that although, if viewed as an origi- 
nating cause, the subject of religion had not the re- 
motest connexion with his mei^tal calamity ; yet no 
sooner had the disorder assumed the shape of hj^por 
cfumdriasitt which it did in a very early stage of it9 
progress, than those sacred truths which prove an 
unfailing source of the most salutary contemplation 
to the undisturbed mind, were, through the influence 
of that distorting medium, converted into a vehicle 
of intellectual poison. 

A most erroneous and unhappy idea has occupied 
the minds of some persons, that those views of Chris- 
tianity which Cowper adopted, and of which, whea 
enjoying the intervals of reason, he was so bright an 
ornament, had actually contributed to excite tiie 
malady with which he was afflicted. It is capable uf 
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the clearest demonstration, that nothing was further 
from the troth. On the contrary, all those alleviar 
lioas of sorrow, those delightfiil anticipations of 
heavenly rest, those healing consolations to a wound- 
ed spirit, of which he was permitted to taste, at the 
periods when anintemipted reason resumed its 
sway, were unequivocally to be ascribed to the 
operation of those very principles and views of re- 
ligion, which, in the kistanee before us, have bee^ 
charged with producing so opposite an effect. The 
primary aberrations of his mental faculties were 
wholly to be attrilnitcd to other causes. But the 
time was at hand, when, by the hap|)y interposition 
of a gracious Providence, he was to be the favoured 
subject of a double emancipation. The captivity of 
his reason was about to terminate ; and a bondage, 
boiigh hitherto unmentioned, yet of a much longer 
tending, was on tlie point of being exchanged for 
le most delightful of all freedom. 



--•--•• A Rbcrty nnsuDff 
** By poets, and by senators unprai^'d ; 

E'en •' liberty of heart,* derived firom hcav'n ; 
*' BouKht with His Mood who gave it to mankind, 
"«And sealM witii the same token i"t 

le invaluable blessing of such a change he was 
ft a stranger. He had been for some time con- 

RoTi.%iii. il. ITieTasitjBook V. 
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Tinced, and that on scriptural grounds, how much 
he stood in need of it, from a perception of the fet- 
ters with which, so long as he was capable of enjoy- 
ing them, the pleasures of the world, and of sense, 
had bound his heart ; but, till the moment of his af- 
fliction, he had remained spiritually a prisoner. The 
hour was now come when his prison-doors were to 
be unfolded ; when " he that openeth and no man 
shutteth," was to give him a blessed experience of 
what 

•* Is liberty ; a flight into his arms 
•' Ere yet mortality's fine threads give -way, 
" A clear escape from tyrannizing*' sin, 
** And full immunity from penal woe !"* 

On the 25th of July, 1764, his brother, the Rev. 
John Cowper, Fellow of Bene't College, Cambridge, 
having been informed by Dr. Cotton, that his patient 
was greatly amended, came to visit him. The first 
sight of so dear a relative in the enjoyment of health 
and happiness, accompanied as it was with an in- 
stantaneous reference to his own very different lot, 
occasioned in the breast of Cowper many painful 
sensations. For a few moments, the cloud of des- 
pondency which had been gradually removing, in- 
volved his mind in his former darkness. Light, how- 
ever, was approaching. His brother invited him to 

• The Task. Book V. 
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waft in tiie garden ; where so effectually did he pro- 
leit to bun, that the apprefaenaions he felt were all a 
ideluMon, that he burst into tears, aud cried out, *' If 
it he a dektsion, then am 1 the happiest of beings.** 
Daring the remainder of the day, which he q)ent 
with this affectionate brother, the truth of the above 
aisertion became so increasingly evident to hira, 
that when he arose the next morning, he was per- 
iectly well. 

This, however, was bnt a part of the happiness 

which the memorable day we are now arrived at 

ftad io store for the interesting and amiable Cowper. 

fiefore he left the room in which he had break&st- 

ed» he observed a Bible lying in the ¥rindow-seat 

He took it up. Except in a single instance, and thai 

two months before, he had not ventured to open 

me since the early days of his abode at St. Alban's. 

kit the time was now come when he might do it to 

arpone. The profitable perusal of that divine book 

id been provided for in the most effectual manner, 

r the restoration at once of the powers of his nn- 

rstanding, and the superadded gift of a spiritual 

cemment. Under these favourable circumstanceSt 

opened the sacred volume at that passage of the 

stie to the Romans, where (he apostle says, that 

IS Chrbt is ^ set forth to he a propitiation through 

in his blood, to declare his righteousness for 

'emission of sins that are pest, through the for- 

mce of God." To use the eiprtsaiou «m\^Q!^- 
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ed by Cowper himself in a written document from 
which this portion of his history is extracted^ he 
" received strength to believe it ;" to see the suita* 
bleness of the atonement of his own necessity, and 
to embrace the gospel with gratitude and joy. 

That the happiest portion of Ck>wper's life was 
that on which he had now entered, appears partly 
from his own account of the first eighteen months 
of the succeeding period, and partly from the testi- 
mony of an endeared friend, in a letter to tlie writer 
of this brief memoir ; a friend, who, during the six 
or seven years that immediately followed, was sel- 
dom removed from him four hours in the day. But 
not to anticipate what remains to be oifered, the de* 
votional spirit of his late skilful physician, and now 
valuable host. Dr. Cotton, was so completely in uni- 
son with the feelings of Cowper, that he did not 
take his departure from St Alban's till the 17tb of 
June, 1765. During the latter part of his residence 
there, and subsequent to the happy change just de- 
scribed, he exhibited a proof of the interesting and 
scriptural character of those views of religion which 
he had embraced, in the composition of two hymns. 
These hymns he himself stiled " specimens" of his 
*' first christian thoughts ;" a circumstance which will 
greatly enhance their value in the minds of those to 
whom they have been long endeared by their own 
intrinsic excellence. The subject of the first of these 
bymofi is taken from Revelation, xxi. 5. " Behold 
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f make all thiogs new/* and begins, " How blest thy 
creature is, O God." The second, under the title of 
"Retirement," begins " Far from the world, O Lord, 
I flee." 

Early in the morning of the day above mention- 
ed, he set out for Cambridge, on his way to Hunt- 
ingdon, the nearest place to his own residence, at 
vhich hb brother had been able to secure him an 
iiylum. He adverts with peculiar emphasis to the 
sweet communion with his divine Benefactor, which, 
Mioagh not alone, he enjoyed in silence during the 
whole of this journey ; oivthe Saturday succeeding 
which, he repaired with his brother to his destina- 
tion at Huntingdon. 

' No sooner had Mr. John Cowper left him, and 

letnmed to Cambridge, than, to use his own words, 

' finding himself surrounded by strangers, in a place 

fith which he was utterly unacquainted, his spirits 

9gan to sink, and he felt like a traveller in the midst 

' an inhospitable desert, without a friend to com- 

1, or a guide to direct him. He walked forth to- 

rds the close of the day, in this melancholy frame 

nind, and having wandered a mile from the town, 

vas enabled to trust in Him who careth for the 

iger, and to rest assured that wherever He might 

his lot, the God of all consolation would still 

^ar him. 

the question which the foregoing pathetic pas- 
7ill naturally give rise to in every feeling mind. 
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ely, why was not Mr. Cowper advised, lo^ 
«f hazarding his tender and convalescent sp 
among the strangers of Huntingdon, to recline it 
the bosom of his friends in London ? it is incumb 
«n the writer to venture a reply, ft is presua 
^erefore, that no inducement to bis return to tkt 
which, with a view to their mutual satisiactiom, 
affectionate relatives, and most intimate friendscoi 
devise, was either omitted on their part, or declu 
without reluctance on his. But in the cultivaAioii 
liie religious principles which, with the recovery 
liis reason, he had lately imbibed, and which in 
^Ustinguished a manner it had pleased God to bk 
Co the re-establishment of his peace, he had an 
terest to provide for of a much higher order, T 
U was that inclined him to a life of seclusion : 
measure in the adoption of which, though, in ot 
nary cases, he is certainly not to be quoted as 
-example ; yet, considering the extreme peculiarity 
his own, it seems equally certain that he is not to 
eensured. There can be no doubt indeed, frc 
the following passage of his poem on Retireme 
that had his mind been the repository of less exq 
flitely tender flensibilities, he would have rduroeil 
his duties in the Inner Temple : 

" Truth is not local, God alike pervades 
*' And fills the world of trafllK and the shades, 
*' And may be fear*d amidst the busiest scenes, 
** Or sconiM where business never intervenes.^ 
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Of tbe fint two months of his ahode in Huntingdon, 
notliing is recorded, except that he gradually mixe#!( 
with a few of its inhabitants, and corresponded with 
some of his early friends. But at the end of that 
time, as he was one day coming oat of church, af- 
ter momhig prayers, at which he appears to hava 
been a constant attendant, he was accosted by a 
5roiuig gentleman of engaging manners, who ex- 
ceedingly desired to cultivate his acquaintance. This 
pleasing yonth, known afterwards to the public at 
die Rev. William Cawthome Unwin, Rector of Stock, 
in Essex, to whom the author of the Task inscribed 
his poem of Tirocinium, was so intent upon accom- 
plishing the object of his wishes, that when he took 
leare of the hiteresting stranger, after sharing his 
walk under a row of trees, he had obtained his per- 
■iission to drink tea with him that day. 

This was the origin of the introduction of Cow- 
per to the family of the Rev. Morley Unwin, consist- 
ing of himself, his wife, the son already named, and 
a dangler : an event, which, when viewed in coif- 
nexion with his remaining years, will scarcely yield, 
In Importance, to any feature of hb life. Concern- 
ing these engaging persons, whose general habits of 
life, and especially whose piety rendered them the 
very associates 'tlmt Cowper wanted, he thus ex- 
presses himself in a letter, written two months after, 
to one of his eailiest and warmest friend f '^'!Scr^ 
♦ Joseph Hill, E8^- 

e 
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bridge by the illness of his beloved brother, which 
terminated fatally on the 2(Hh of the following 
month. How far this afflictive event might conduce 
to such a melancholy catastrophe, it is impossible 
to judge ; but certain it is, that at this period a re- 
newed attack of his former hypochondriacal com- 
plaint took place. It is remarkable that the prevail- 
ing distortion of his afflicted imagination became 
then not only inconsistent with the dictates of right 
reason, but was entirely at variance with every dis- 
tinguishing characteristic of that religion which had 
80 long proved the incitement to his useful labours, 
and the source of his mental consolations. Indeed, 
so powerful and so singular was the effect produced 
on his mind by the influence of the malady, that 
while for many subsequent years it admitted of his 
exhibiting the most masterly and delightful display 
of poetical, epistolary, and conversational ability, 
on the greatest variety of subjects, it constrained him 
from that period, both in his conversation and let- 
ters, studiously to abstain from every allusion of a 
religious nature. Yet no one could doubt that the 
hand and heart from which, even under so mysteri- 
ous a dispensation, such exqubite descriptions of sa- 
cred truth and feeling after>vards proceeded, must 
have been long and faithfully devoted to his God 
and Father. The testimonies of his real piety were 
manifested to others, when least apparent to him- 
self. Bat where it pleased God to throw a veil over 
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the menta] and spiritual consistency of this excellent 
and afflicted man, it would ill become us rudely tc 
invade the divine prerogative by attempting to with- 
^" ' draw It. 

I Under the grievous visitation above mentioned, 
Mrs. Unwin, whom he had professed to love as a 
mother, was as a guardian angel to this interesting 
sufferer. Day and night she watched over him. In- 
estimable likewise was the friendship of Mr. New- 
'S°^ ' ton : " Next to the duties of my ministry,*' said that 
' venerable pastor, in a letter to (he author of this 

memoir, more than twenty years afterwards, " it 
"■^ was the business of my life to attend him." 
•^"' For more than a twelvemonth subsequent to this 

^^^ littack, Cowper seems to have been totally over- 
"*^ whelmed by flie veliemence of his disorder. But in 

^ ■ March, 1774, he was so far enabled to struggle with 
]^^' it, as to seek amusement in the taming of his three 

'J^' hares, and in the construction of boxes for them to 

dwell in. From mechanical amusements he])roccod- 
ed to epistolary employment, a specimen of which, 
addressed to his friend Mr. Unwin, who had been 
some years settled at Stock, in Essex, in the summer 
of 1778, shows that he had, in a great measure, 
recovered his admirable faculties. 

In 1779 he accompanied Mrs. Unwio in a post- 
chaise to view the gardens of Gayhurst ; au excur- 
sion c^ w^hich he informs her son in a p1a}'ful letter. 
In (he autumn of this year we find him reading 
v2 
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the Biogrqtby of Johnson, and, with the ezceptio] 
of what he terms hb " unmerciful treatment of Mil 
ton/' expressing himself " well entertained*' with it 
One of hid earliest amusements, in 1780, was th 
composition of the beautiful fable of " The Night 
ingale and the Glow-worm ;" after which he betoo] 
himself to the drawing of landscapes ; an employ 
ment of which he grew passionately fond, thougi 
he had never been instructed in the art. This at 
tachment to the pencil was particularly seasonable 
aa in the midst of it he lost his friend Mr. Newton 
who was called to the charge oi St. Mary Woolnotli 
in London. With a provident care, however, fo 
hb future welfare, thb excellent man obtained hi 
permbsion tp introduce to him the Rev. Willian 
Bull, of Newport Pagnell,\vho frofti that time regu 
larly visited him once a fortnight : and whom Cow 
per afterwards described to hb friend Unwin as *' ; 
man of letters and of genius, master of a fine ima 
gination, or rather not master of it ;" who could b 
** lively without levity, and pensive without dejec 
tion." As the year advanced, Hume's Hbtory, am 
the Biographia Britannica engaged hb attention 
though the amusements of the garden were hb chie 
resource, and had banbhed drawing altogethei 
These, with the frequent exercise of hb epistolary 
talent, and the occasional production of a mino 
piece of poetry, in the composition of which th< 
entertainment of himself and hb friends was hi 



UF£ OF COWP£R. 31 

only aim, led him to the important month of De- 
cember, in this year, when he was to sit down with 
the secret intention of writing for the public : an in- 
tention, however, which his extreme humility took 
c^re to couple in his mind with this proviso, that ^ 
bookseller could be found who would run the risk 
of publishing his productions. 

Between that time and March, 1781, the four first 
of his larger poems were completed; namely, Table 
Talk, The Progress of Error, Truth, and Expostii- 
ktion. These, together with the small pieces con- 
tained in the earliest edition of that volume, were 
sent to the press in the following May : Mr. Johnson, 
of St. PauPs Church-yard, who had been recom- 
mended to the poet by Mr. Newton, having, as he 
informed his friend at Stock, "heroically set all 
peradventures at defiance," as to the expense of 
printing, " and taken the whole charge upon him- 
self." 

The operations of the press, however, had scarce- 
ly commenced, when it was suggested to the author, 
that the season of publication being so far elapsed, 
it would be adviseable to postpone the appearance of 
bis book till the ensuing winter. Thb delay was 
productive of two advantages ; it enabled him tq 
correct the press himself, and nearly to double the 
quantity of the projected volume ; to which, by tiio 
24th of June, he had added the poem of Hope ; by 
the 12th of July, that of Charity, and by the 19th of 
October, those of Conversation and Retirement. 
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Whflst the poet was occupied in the extension of 
Iiis work, there arrived at the neighbouring village 
of Clifton, a lady who was, in due time, to make a 
most agreeable addition to his society, and to whom 
the public were afterwards indebted for the first 
suggestion of the Sofa, as they were also to Mrs. 
Unwin for that of the Progress of Error, as a subject 
for Cowper's muse. The writer alludes to Lady 
Austen, the widow of Sir Robert Austen, Baronet, 
whose first introduction to the poet and his friends 
occurred in the summer of 1781 ; a memorable era 
in the life of Cowper. The limits, however, of a 
contracted narrative, such as this professes to be, 
will only allow me here to introduce the brief cha- 
racter of this accomplished lady, which Cowper 
dispatched to his friend Unwin, in the month of 
August of tliis year ; namely, " that she had seen 
much of the world, understood it well, had high 
spirits, a lively fancy, and great readiness of con- 
versation." The frequent visits of this pleasing as- 
sociate to her new acquaintances at Olney, gave 
rise to that familiar epistle in rhyme, which the poet 
addressed to her on her return to London ; it is da- 
ted December 17, 1781. The last month of that 
year, and the two first of the year following, appear 
to have been employed by Cowper in correcting 
Uie press, in epistolary correspondence, and in de- 
sultory reading. 

The year 1782 was also an eventful period in the 
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: of the pott. Id Mureb bis first volume iasiie4 
m tke press. In the summer Mr. BuU engaged 
D In the translation of Madam Gulon ; and by 
muB of a small portable printing-press, given him 
Lady Austen, who had returned from London to 
Aoo, be became a printer as well as a writer of 
etry. In October of the same year, the pleasant 
am of John Gilpin sprang up, like a mushroom, in 
tight The story on which it is founded, having 
m related to him by Lady Austen, in one of their 
Miing parties, it was versified in bed, and present- 
to her the neit morning in the shape of a ballad. 
fore the close of the year lady Austen was settled 
the parsonage at Olney. 

The coDsequeoce of this latter arrangement waa 
Dore frequent intercourse between the lady and 
r friends. Mr. Unwin, indeed, is informed, in a 
ter which he received from Mr. Cowper in Jauii- 
% 1783, that " they passed their days alternately 
eaeh other's chateau." This eventually led to tbe 
Mication of tbe Task. Lady Austen, as an admirer 
Milton, was fond of blank verse. She wished to 
{age Cowper in that species of composition. For 
mg time he declined it. The lady, however, per- 
eped, till, in June or July of the same year, he 
imised to write if she would furnish the subject. 
> V* she replied, " you can qever be m want of $. 
>jeet : you can write upon any : — write iipon this 
a i»» ♦♦ Xhc poet," says IHr. Hayley, " obeyed her 
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command, and from the lively repartee o 
conversation arose a poem of many tfaousa 
unexampled perhaps both in its origin a 
lence ! A poem of sufch infinite variety, thi 
to include every subject, and every styh 
any dissonance or disorder ; and to ha' 
without effort, from inspired philanthropy 
impress upon the hearts of all readers what 
lead them most happily to the full enjoyro 
man life, and to the final attainment of he 
The progress of this enchanting perfori 
pears to have been this. The first four b^ 
part of the fifth, were written by the 22d 
ary, 1784 ; the final verses of the poem in 
ber following ; and in the beginning of 0( 
work was sent to the press. The aiTangem 
the bookseller were entrusted to Mr. Unv 
ing the period of its production, the eveni 
poet appear to have been constantly dev 
course of diversified reading to the ladies. 
Hawkesworth's Voyages, L'Estrange's 
Johnson's Prefaces, The Theological M 
Beattie's and Blair's Lectures, The " Fol 
Pages," and the Circumnavigations of Co 
may in some measure account for the con 
ly dow execution of the latter part of the i 
indeed of the whole, with reference to tl 
Tolome. But the following passage of a 
Mr. Newton, dated October 30, 1784, will 
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ty. *' I mentioned it not sooner/' namely, 
^as engaged in the work, " because, almost 
it, I was doubtful whether I should ever 
o a conclusion, working often in such dis- 
lind, as while it spurred me to the work, at 
i time threatened to disqualify me for it" 
ras sent to the press, he added the poem of 
im, two hundred lines of which were writ- 
82, and the remainder in October and No- 
1784. 

! Slst of this month he began his transla- 
dmer, which, together with the completk>n 
'ask, proves the year 1784 to have been an 
iriod in the life of Cowper. A no less strik- 
rrence of that year was the termination of 
lourse with Lady Austen. For a just state- 
that sudden event, which, while it by no 
wered the character of either of the ladies, 
g^y elevated that of Cowper, the reader is 
to the biography of Hayley. 
«r 1785 was marked by the publication of 
id volume of his poems in June or July, 
ig The Task, Tirociniimi, The Epistle to 
ill, Esq. and the diverting Histoiy of John 
klso, by the production of many excellent 
nong which those to his cousin, lady Hes- 
o had lately returned from a residence in 
[ renewed her correspondence with him on 
rauce of his second volume, are ^cxs^x^") 
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interiesting. With (he exception of a few of 1 
smaller pieces, his poetical employment tiiis yt 
was confined to the translation of Homer. 

The same may be said of the sacceeding ye 
which, however, was distinguished by three remai 
able occnn^nces : the arrival of lady Hesketh, 
Olney, in Jnne ; CbWper's removal to the Lodge 
the adjoining village of Weston Underwood, in J^ 
Tember ; and the death of Mr. Unwin, in the eai 
month. To the first of these events he thus tiXlni 
in a letter to Mr. Hill : " My dear cousin's arrh 
here, as it could not fall to do, made us happier th 
we ever were at Olney. Her great kindness^fai gj 
ing us her company is a cordial that I shall fe^l t 
effect of, not only while she Is here, but while I Kv« 
to the second, thus, in a letter to the same friei 
•• I find myself here situated exactly to my mil 
Weston u one of the prettiest villages in Eog^ai 
and'the walks about it, at all seasons of the year, c 
lightful. 1 know that you will rejoice with me 
the change that we have made, and for which I a 
altogether indebted to lady Hesketh :" and to t 
third, thus, in concluding a letter to that lady, ** I 
farewell, my friend Unwin ! The first man for whc 
I conceived a friendship after my removal from I 
Alban's.and for whom I cannot but still feel a frieu 
ship, though I shall see thee with these eyes i 
wore." 

Early in January, 1787, he was attacked with 
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JMTVOiu fever, which obliged him to diiGonlinue his 
poetical efibrts till the October followiog. A few 
days after the commencement of this indisposition, 
he received a visit from a stranger, which he thus 
notices in a letter to lady Hesketh : " A young gen- 
fleman called here yesterday, who came six miles 
oat of his way to see me. He was on a journey to 
London from Olnagaw, having just left the Univer- 
iSity there. He came, I suppose, partly to satisfy his 
own corioshy, but chiefly, as it seemed, to bring me 
the thanks of some of the Scotch Professors for my 
two volumes. His name is Rose, an Englishman. 
Tour ^irits being good, you will derive more plea- 
fure from this incident tlian I can at present, there- 
fore I send it" This interesting and accomplished 
eharaeter was afterwards of singular use to Cowper, 
daring a friendship which originated in the above 
visit, and which was terminated only by the death 
of the poet. As an early instance of this utility, and 
that with reference to the paramount wants of the 
mind, he introduced his new acquaintance to the 
poetry of Bums, with which he was so much pleased 
as to read it twice. It was succeeded in the office 
of relieving his depressed spirits by the Latin Arge- 
nis of Barclay; The Travels of Savary into Egypt ; 
Memoirs da Baron de Tott ; Fenn's Origiaal Let- 
ters > The Letters of Frederick of Bohemia ; Me- 
moirs of d'Henri de Lorraine, Due de Guise ; and 
The Letters of his young relative, Sp«ii^et Ma.^'mv 
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to l*riesUcy. In allusion to this interval of cessation 
from the labours of the pen, he says in a letter (9 
Mr. Rose, " When I cannot walk, I rea(^,.and read 
perhaps more than is good for me. But I cannot be 
idle. The only mercy that I show myself in this rer. 
spect is, that I read nothing that requires .mnfih 
closeness of application." Conversing, however, 
with men and things, through the medium of booksi 
was not his only resource in this season of illjaesSf 
He had an infinitely better medicine of this kind^ifi 
the society of his valuable friends at the Hall, axid 
the many pleasing acquaintances to which they*Jbps- 
pitality introduced him. Indeed the kindness c^ sir 
John and lady Throckmorton, always a cordial to 
the spirits of Cowper from the time he kn^wthenif 
was especially such under his present circumstances. 
As a proof of its happy influence on the mind of thi» 
poet, he was enabled in the autumn to resume his 
translation of Homer, which, with the renewal of 
his admirable letters to several friends, and the pro* 
duction of his first mortuary verses for the clerk qf 
J^orlhampton, comprised all his literary perfonnan- 
•ces to the conclusion of the year-. 

In 1788 his venerable uncle, Ashley Cowper^^Esq. 
the father of lady Hesketb, died at the age of eightyr 
seven ; an event which he pathetically alludes to in 
several of the letters of this period, and the ill eSect 
of which on his spirits was happily prevented by the 
successive visits at the lodge of the Rev. Matthew 
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Powley and his amiable partner, the daughter of 
Mrs. XJnwin ; liis old friends the Newtons, Mr. Rose, 
and lady Hesketh. 

The re-appearance at the Lodge of the two last 
mentioned visiters is recorded in his letters of 1789, 
which wa5 also devoted to Homer and the muse. 

In January, 1790, the writer of this sketch, who 
bad hitherto enjoyed no personal intercourse with 
hb relative, but for whom, ten years after, was re- 
tervtd the melancholy office of closing his eyes, in- 
6tn)uced himself to tlie poet as the grandson of his 
mofher's brother, the Rev. Roger Donne, late rector 
of Catfield, in Norfolk. His total ignorance of what 
had befallen that branch of his family, during the 
twenty-seven years of his retu^ment from the world, 
would of ttscif have secured his attention to a visi- 
ter so circanlstanccd, even if his heart had been a 
itranger to the hospitable virtues. But as no human 
bosom was ever more under the influence of those 
blessed qaalities than Cowper's, the reception which 
his kitidman met ^vlth was peculiarly pleasing. The 
consequence was a repetition of his visit in the same 
year, and indeed the passing of the chief of his aca- 
d6micai] recesses at the Lodge, and his clerical lei- 
sure aftenVards, till, by the appointment of Provi- 
dence, h6 transplanted this interesting man with his 
enfeebled companion into Norfolk, as will appear iu 
the sequel of fliese pages. 

Perceiving that his new and valuaJAt ^tc^^vt^.- 
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ance dwelt with gi*eat pleasure on the memoiy of 
his mother, the kinsman of Cowper, on his return 
home, was especially careful to dbpatch to him her 
picture, as a present from his cousin, Mrs. Bodham* 
To the arrival of thb portrait, an original in oils, by. 
Heins, he thus adverts in a letter to that lady, dated 
February 27, 1790 : " The worid could not have fur- 
nished you with a present so acceptable to me as 
the picture which you have so kindly sent rae. I 
received it the night before last, and viewed it with 
a trepidation of nerves and spirits somewhat akin to 
what I should have felt had the dear original pre- 
sented herself to my embraces. I kissed it, and hung 
it where it is the last object that I see at night, and 
of course the first on which I open my eyes in the 
morning." The receipt of this picture gave rise to 
the Monody so justly a favourite with the public 
when it appeared in the later editions of his poem.* 
On the 2dth of August, in this year, he complete 
his translation of the Iliad and Odyssey of Home 
into blank verse, which he had begun on the 21st 
November, 1784. During eight months of this tif 
he was hindered by indisposition, so that he was < 
cupied in the work, on the whole, five years r 
one month. On the 8th of September the wr 
of this narrative had the gratification to convey ' 
St. Paul's church-yard, with a view to its cons 
ment to the press ; during its continuance in w) 
the translator gave the work a second revisal. 
Uiad was dedicated to his young noblt relative 
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Cowper ; and the Odyssey to the illustrious lady of 
whom he thus writes to his kinsman of Norfolk, ou 
the 26th of November, 1790 : " We had a vuiit on 
Monday from one of the first women in the world ; 
in pouit of character, I mean, and accomplishments, 
the dowager lady Spencer. I may receive, perhaps, 
some honours hereafter, should my translation s))eed 
according to my wishes and the pains I have taken 
with it ; but shall never receive any that I shall es- 
teem so highly. She is indeed worthy to whom I 
should dedicate ; and may but my Odyssey prove as 
worthy of her, I shall have nothing to fear from the 
critics.'' Lady Hesketh also paid him this year her 
usual visit, wl^ch extended into the next. 

The year 1791 was marked by the completion of 
the second rfevisal of his Homer, ou the 4th of March ; 
and by the return of the last proof-sheet of that 
work to the publisher on the 12th of June. Also by 
the commencement of hb correspondence whh the 
poet Hurdis ; the suggestion of the Four Ages, In- 
fency, Touth, Manhood, and Old Age, as a su])ject 
for bis muse, by his very pleasing and well informed 
cleriCBlI neighbour, Mr. Buchanan of Kaveustone ; 
and the seasonable visit of three of his Norfolk re- 
lations, Mrs. Balls, Miss Johnson, and her brother, 
in the vacant period between the conclusion of his 
employment as translator of Homer, and the be- 
ginning of a new literary engagement, which he 
dbus announces to Mr. Rose, on the 14th of Seplem- 
d2 
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ber of this year : " A Milton, that is to rival, and, if 
possible, to exceed in splendour Boydell's Shak- 
speare, is in contemplation, and I am in the editor's 
office, Fuscli is the painter. My business will be to 
select notes from others, and to write original notes; 
to translate the Latin and Italian poems, and to give 
a correct text." He addressed himself to the work 
with diligence, and by the end of the year had ad- 
vanced to the Epitaphium Damonis. 

In the early part of 1792 he had to encounter the 
loss of his agreeable associates at Weston-hall, the 
death of sir Robert Throckmorton having occasion- 
ed their removal to a seat in Oxfordshire ; an event 
which he tenderly alludes to in concluding a letter 
to the poet Hurdis. His engagement with Milton, 
the society of lady Hesketh, and of his friend Rose, 
but more especially the consideration of who was 
to succeed his old neighbours in tlic hospitable man- 
sion, namely, the next brother of the baronet,* who 
was on the eve of marriage with Catharina, the fa- 
vourite of the poet, supported his spirits at this try- 
ing period. 

The next remarkable feature in the history of 
Cowper, is the commencement of his correspond- 
ence with Mr. Hayley. The limits of this nairative 
will not admit of a detail of the singular circum- 
stances which gave rise to it, but it was scarcely en- 
tered upon, before, in writing to lady Hesketli, Cow- 

* George Courtenay ThrockmoTton,'E.aq.uQ^ 1&i.C.ow\.%b>V} . 

Ik s2 
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per wyi of his new epistolary acquaintance, " I ac- 
count him the chief acquisition that my own verse 
has ever procured me." In the following May, a per- 
sonal interview took place between the two poets, 
thus noticed by Cowper in writing to his kinsman 
of Norfolk : " Mr. Hay ley is here on a visit. We 
have formed a friendship that 1 trust will last for life." 
A few days after, Mrs. TJnwin was struck with the 
palsy, which deprived her of the power of articula- 
tion, and the use of her right band and arm. Under 
the pressure of this domestic affliction, he thus writes 
to lady Hesketh : " It has happened well, that of all 
men living, the man most qualified to assist and com- 
fort me, is here, though till within these few days I 
never saw him, and a few weeks since had no ex- 
pectation that I ever should. Tou have already 
guessed that I mean Hayley !" 

Early in June, Mr. Hayley left the Lodge, having 
obtained a promise fmm its inhabitants, that if it 
dionld please God toT continue the convalescent 
symptoms of Mrs. Unwin, which had begun to be 
exhibited, they would visit Eartham in the course of 
the summer. The new guest of Cowper was suc- 
ceeded by the writer of this sketch, who, without 
coAsulting the poet, ventured to introduce to him 
Abbott the Painter, one of the most successful ar- 
tists of that period, in securing to a portrait the like- 
ness of its original. In allusion to the fidelity of \)[i% 
copy he was then producing, Cowper play fuWy *«5*\ 
/> a letter to Mr. Hayley, 
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Abbott is painting me so true. 

That (trust me> you would stare, 

And hardly know at the first view. 
If I were here, or there. 

In the beginning of August, the party set out oi 
their way to Eartham, where they arrived on tb< 
evening of the third day, and where the most cor 
dial and affectionate reception that it was possibii 
for guests to meet with, awaited them from the own 
er of that elegant villa. This had a happy effect up 
on the spirits of Cowper, which had been in 8om< 
measure depressed by the romantic moonlight scene 
ry of the Sussex hills, over which he had just passed 
and whose bold and striking outline so far surpass 
ing any images of the kind Mith which the last thir 
ty years had presented him, hurried back hb recol 
lection to those times when he had scarcely knowi 
what trouble vras. 

In this delightful retreat he remained till about th( 
middle of the following month, his kind host doin| 
every thing that even the purest fraternal friendshi] 
could dictate for the comfort of the poet and hb in 
firm companion ; who were both benefitted by his be 
nevolent exertions, the one considerably in spiriti 
and the other somewhat in health. During the visi 
of Cowper to Eartham, a fine head of him in cray 
ons was executed by Romney, who joined the par 
ty, as did abo that ingenious novelist and pleasing 
poetess Charlotte Smith, the " friendly Carwardine,' 
^fEarVs Colne Priory, and tkc aulViOT ol '^ T\v<i\*i 
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lage carale,** soon after the arrival of the g;ueBts from 
Weston. Their society was also enlivened by the 
endearuig attentions of the amiable and accomplish- 
ed youth, for whose futore enjoyment, after a life . 
of jMrqfiMsional labow, the scenery of Eartham ftad 
beea se fondly embellished by an affectionate pa- 
rent, but to whom Providence allotted an early gncva 
in the very same year and month in which the illus- 
tnknu vi^ter of his beloved father was consigned to 
the tomb. 
The literary engagements of Cowper while he re- 
ided at Eartham, are thus noticed by his faithful bi^ 
^rapher : ** The morning hours, that we could be- 
f>w upon books, were chiefly devoted to a com- 
itb reviail and correction of all the translations 
Ich my friend had finished, from the Latin and 
ian poetry of Milton ; and we generally amused 
selves after dinner in forming together a rapid 
rical version of Andreini's Adamo. But the con- 
l care which the delicate health of Mrs. Unwin 
ired, rendered it impossible for us to be very at- 
us in study." 

i termination of their visit to Mr. Hayley be- 

rived, a Journey of four days restored the par* 

he lodge at Westen ; but not the poet to a re- 

on of his Miltonic employment. In addition 

ibove-mentioned obstacle, the habit of study 

totally left him, that instead of beginning hia 

toes oo the Paradise Lost, as be Via.dV[i\ietkde- 

w mites to hia Idosman, who \iiiA ttftxiSB.- 
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'it" 

cd into Norfolk : " 1 proceed exactly as when 
w^ were here — a letter uow and then before break 

and the rest of my time all holy-day: if hoiy-di 
may be called that is spent chiefly in mopiog 
muBiDg, and *'foreccuHng the fashion of vncet 

On the 4th of March, 1793, he sayB in a lettf 
his friend, the Reverend Walter Bagot : •♦ Vi 
the winter lasted I was miserable with a. fever 
my spirits ; when the spring began to approm 
was seized with an inflammation inmyeybs; 
ever since I have been able to use them, have I 
employed in giving more last touches to Hoi 
who is on the point of going to the press again." 
the request of his worthy bookseller, i^e -added 
planatory notes to his revision ; in allusion to w 
^ he writes in May to his friend Rose, " I breaA 
every morning on seven or eight pages of the Ga 
commentators. For so much am I obliged to =] 
in order to select perhaps three or four short n 
for the readers of my translation." He sayi^ to 
Hayley, in the same montii, " I rise at six every m 
ing, and fag till near eleven, when I breakfkst 
cannot spare a moment for eating in tiie early 
of the morning, having no other time for sta 
The truth is, that his grateful, affectionate spirK 
~ voted all the rest of the day, from break&st, tc 
helpless state of his afflicted companion ; of w] 
sJioDar attentions to his own necessities be had 
^cA abiunkat experience. Then Giiii\>e nib < 
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rrangement of this sort was highly preju- 
he health of Cowper, and that it hastened 
)aeh f»f the last eaiamitoas attack with 
a interesting sufferer was yet to be viated. 
resent, however, he was supported nnder 
I pleasaotly thus to Mr. fiayley in October ': 
sday, we expect company — Mr. Rose, and 
) the painter. Yet once more my patienca 
exercised, and once more I am made to 
my face had been moveable, to put on and 
t pleasm^, so as to be portable in a band- 
sent to the artist." 

ollowing month Mr. Hayleypaid hisMCond 
BSton, where he found the writer of this nar- 
1 Mr. Rose. '' The latter," says the biogra- 
Dwper, " came recently from the seat of 
icer, in Northamptonshire, and comnus- 
r that accomplished nobleman to invite 
nd his guests to Allhorpe, where my friend 
'as to make a visit of considerable continu' 
I the guests of Cowper now recommended 
very strongly to venture on this little ex- 
> a house whose master he most cordially 
, and whose library alone might be regard- 
ignet of very powerful attraction to every 
cholar, I wished," continues Mr. Hayley, 
lowper and Gibboi^ personally acqoainted, 
[ perfectly knew the real benevolence of 
widely as they might differ on one impor- 
ts, they were both able and yiot^^ \.o v^ 
nd enjoy the extraordinary mftIA.fj^VO\Ntl\^ 
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of each other. Bat the constitutional shyness oi 
the poet conspires, with the present infirm state oi 
Mrs. UnwiD, to prevent their meeting. He sent Mr. 
Rose and me to make his apology for declining so 
honourable an inVitation." 

In a few days from this time the gnests of jCowpei 
left him, and before the end of the year he thus vnritei 
to his friend of Eartham : " It is a great relief to me 
that my Miltonic labours are suspended. I am now 
bnsied in transcribing the alterations of Homer, ha- 
ving finished the whole revisal. I must then write 
a new preface, which done, I shall endeavour im- 
mediately to descant on " The Four Ages." 

Instead, however, of recording the prosecution of 
this poem, as the work of the beginning of the fd- 
lowing year, it becomes the painful duty of the au- 
thor of this memoir to exhibit the truly excellent and 
pitiable subject of it as very differently employed, 
and as commencing his descent into those depths of 
affliction, from which his spirit was only to emerge 
by departing from the earth. Writing to Mr. Host, 
in January, f794, he says, " I have just ability enoof^ 
to transcribe, which is all that I can do at present: 
God knows that I write at this moment under the 
pressure of sadness not to be described." It was a 
happy circumstance that lady Hesketh had arrived 
at Weston a few weeks previous to thb calamitous 
attack, the increasing infirmities of Cowper's aged 
companion, Mrs. Unwin, having reduced her to a 
state of second childhood. Towards the end of 
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j^ebraary, the care of attending to his afflicted rela- 
ive was for a short time engaged in by the writer of 
faese pages, who bad scarcely returned to his pro- 
easional duties, when, in consequence of an affec- 
ionate summoRs from Cowper*s valuable neighbour, 
ind highly respected friend, the Rev. Mr. Greathecd 
if Newport Pagnel, Mr. Hayley repaired to the 
jodge. During the continuance of his visit, which 
ras extended to several weeks, all expedients were 
Morted to, which the most tender ingenuity could 
Icvise, to promote the object which had given rise 

it. But though the efforts of this cordial and 
ried friend to restore the poet to any measure of 
:heerfulness, were altogether inejSectual, yet, as a 
eward for his humanity, it pleased (xod to refresh 
us benevolent spirit, at this time, by the success of 

1 plan for the benefit of Cowper, the idea of which 
lad originated witii himself. The circumstance al- 
uded to is thus related by the biographer of tlie 
loet : — *• It was on the '23d of April, 1794, in one of 
hoso melancholy mornings, when his compassion- 
ite friend lady Hesketh and myself were watching 
ogether over this dejected siifferer, that a letter 
rem lord Spencer arrived at Weston, to announce 
he intended grant of such a pension from his majes- 
y to Cowper, ns would ensure an honourable com- 
petence for the residue of his life. This intelligence 
Produced in the friends of the poet very lively emo- 
ions of delight, yet bjended with pa.\i\ tt\mos\. ^% 
powerful; fork waspatDM, io notnAVng dft^e^A^^ 
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reflect, that these desirable smiles of good fortune 
could not impart even a faint glimmering of joy to 
the dejected invalid. 

" His friends, however, had the animating hope, 
that a day would arrive when they might see him 
receive with a cheerful and joyous gratitude, this roy- 
al recompense for merit universally acknowledged. 
They knew that when he recovered his suspended 
faculties, he must be particularly pleased, to find him- 
. self chiefly indebted for his good fortune to the ac- 
tive benevolence of that nobleman, who, though not 
personally acquainted with Cowper, ^ood, of all his 
noble friends, the highest in his esteem." " He was 
unhappily disabled," continues his biographer, " from 
feeling the favour he received, but an annuity of 
three hundred a year was graciously secured to him, 
and rendered payable to hb friend Mr. Rose, as the 
trustee of Cowper." 

Another extract from Mr. Hayley will advance 
the memoir to the close of the poet's residence in 
Buckinghamshire. " From the time when I left my 
unhs^py friend at Weston, in the spring of the year 
1794, he remained there, under the tender vigilance 
of his affectionay^ relation, lady Hesketh, till the lat- 
ter end of July, 1796 ; — a long season of the darkest 
depression ! in which the best medical advice, and 
the inflnence of time, appeared equally unable to 
lighten that afflictive burthen which pressed inces- 
tantiy on his spirits." 
A few weeks prior to the \a*l tJveriWowt^ ^s^tv'qv 
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the task of superintending; this interesting sufferer 
was again shared with lady Uesketh by her former 
associate from Norfolk ; to whom it forcibly occur- 
red, one day, as he reflected on the inefficacy of the 
air and scenery of Weston in promoting the retom 
of health to his revered relation, that perhaps a 
summer's residence by the sea-side might restore 
him to the enjoyment of that invaluable blessing. 
Lady Hcsketh, to whom he communicated this idea, 
being of the same opinion, arrangements were speed- 
ily made for his conducting the two venerable inva- 
lids from Buckinghamshire into J^forfolk,'whom, af- 
ter a residence there of a few months, he hoped to 
reconduct to the Lodge in amended health and 
tpirits. 

It was a singularly happy circumstance that in 
this projected depsurture from his beloved Weston| 
neither Cowper, nor Mrs. Unwin, nor either of their 
friends, thought of any thing further than a tempore* 
ly absence. For had the mea&ure been suggested 
under the idea of a final separation from that endear- 
ed residence, which was eventually found to have 
been the intention of Providence, the anguish of 
Cowper in passing for the last time over the thresh- 
old of his favourite retirement, and in takin]^ leave 
of lady Hesketh forever, might not only hnve pro* 
ved fatal to the delicate health of his affectionate re- 
lative, but have so extended itself to the breast of 
Ills conductor, as to have deprWedVnm oi V^^XL^cft»* 
saiy fortitude for sustaining so \Qn% %y>^as^^^ ^V^ 
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SO helpless a charge. Nothing of the kind, however, 
having entered into the calculation of either party, 
both the setting out for Norfolk, on Tuesday the 28th 
of July, 1795, and the subsequent travelling thither 
of three days, were unattended with any peculiarly 
distressing circumstances. 

As it was highly important to guard against the 
effect of noise and tumult on the shattered nerves 
of the desponding traveller, care was taken that a 
relay of horses should be ready on the skirts of the 
towns of Bedford and Cambridge, by which means 
he passed through those places without stopping. On 
the evening of the first day, the quiet village of St. 
Neots, near Eaton, afforded as convenient a resting- 
place for the party as could have been desired ; and 
the peaceful moonlight sceneiy of the spot, as Cow- 
per walked with his kinsman up and down the 
church-yard, had so favourable an effect on his spi- 
rits, that he conversed with him, with much com> 
posure, on the subject of Thomson's Seasons, and 
the circumstances under which they were probably 
written. 

This gleam of cheerfulness with which it pleased 
God to visit the afflicted poet, at the commence- 
ment of his journey, though nothing that may be at 
all compared with it was ever again exhibited in \m 
conversation, is yet a subject of grateful remem- 
brance to the writer of this sketch : for though it 
vanished, from the breast of Cowper, like the dew 
of the morning, it preserved \\ie a\mtoa^ ^1 \\a^ 
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in his own mind, as to the final recovery of bis re- 
vered relative ; and that cheering hope never for- 
sook him till the object of his incessant care vras 
sinking into the valley of the shadow of death. 

At the close of the second day's journey, the po- 
et and his aged companion found in the solitary sitr 
nation of Barton Mllb a convenient place to rest at ; 
and the third day brought them to North Tudden- 
ham, in Norfolk. Here, by the kindness of the re- 
verend Leonard Shelford, they were comfortaUjr 
accommodated with an untenanted Parsonage 
House, in which they were received by Bliss John- 
son and Miss Perowne ; the residence of their con- 
ductor, in the market-place of East Dereham, being 
thought unfavourable to the tender spirits of Cow- 
per. Of the latter of those ladies, Mr. Hayley says, 
with equal truth and felicity of expression, " Miss 
Perowne is one of those excellent beings whom 
nature seems to have formed expresly for the pur- 
pose of alleviating the sufferings of the afflicted ; 
tenderly vigilant in pi-oviding for the wants of sick- 
ness, and resolutely firm in administering such re- 
lief as the most intelligent compassion can supply. 
Cowpcr speedily observed and felt the invaluable 
virtues of his new attendant *, and during the last 
years of his life he honoured her so far as to prefer 
her personal assbtance to that of every individual 
around him." 

As the season of the year, was pariicxAaxV^ iaNo^n- 
Me for walkings thepoei was prevailed OT\,\ys Vv* 

£2 
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kinsman, to make frequent excursions of this soi 
the retired vicinity of Tuddeoham Parsonage ; 
of which he extended to the house of his coi 
Mrs. Bodham, at Mattis-hall. The sight of his < 
portrait, painted by Abbott, in one of the apartm 
of ttmt residence, awakening in his mind a recol 
tion of the comparatively happy moments in wl 
he sat for the picture, extorted from him a pass 
ately expressed wish, that similar sensations m 
yet return. 

It being fondly hoped by his kinsman, that 
qnly this wish, but many more of the same k 
and those most sanguine, conceived by him 
might be realized by a removal to the sea-side 
conducted the two invalids, on the 19th of Auj 
1795, to the village of Mundsley, on the Nor 
coast. They had been there but a short time, w 
his companion perceived that there was sometl 
inexpressibly soothing to the spirit of Cowper in 
monotonous sound of the breakers. This indc 
him to confine the walks of the poet, whom dc 
tion precluded from the exercise of all choice w 
ever, or at least the expression of it, almost wh 
to the sands, which at Mundsley are remarkably 
and level ; till an incident occurred which intn 
ced them to the inland, but still pleasing walli 
that vicinity. The circumstance alluded to is 
ted in the following letter, which, after a long 
pension of epistolary emplo3anent, the poet 
Pressed to Mr. Buchanan, "llft\io>war «&'^.\ 
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ley observes, "the severity of his depresdon, but 
shows also that faint gleams of pleasure could occa- 
sionally break through the settled darkness of me- 
lancholy." 

It is introduced with a quotation from the Lyoi- 
das of Milton. • 

*• To interpose a little ease. 
" Let my frail thoughts dally with false surmise.^ 

*' I will forget, for a moment, that to whomsoever 
I may address myself, a letter from me can no other- 
wise be welcome, than as a curiosity. To you, 
Sir, I address this ; urged to it by extreme pemuy of 
employment, and the desire I feel to learn some* 
thing of what is doing, and has been done at Wes- 
ton (my beloved Weston !) since I leftit- 

** The coldness of these blasts, even in the hottest 
days, has been such, that added to the irritation of 
the salt spray, with which they are always charged, 
they have occasioned me an inflammation in the eye- 
lids, which threatened a few days since to confine 
me entirely ; but by absenting myself as much as 
possible from the beach, and guarding my face with 
an umbrella, that inconvenience is in some degree 
abated. My chamber commands a very near view 
of the ocean, and the ships at high water approach 
the coast so closely, that a man furnished with bet- 
ter eyes than mine might, I doubt not, <]^5cena. \Vvfe 
sailors from the window. No situation, al\ettLSlvf\x.^w 
iAe weather is clear and bright, can be pVewawvV.^^ ^ 
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which yon will etoily credit, when I add that it im- 
parts something a little resembling pleasure even to 
me.— Ofatify me with news from Weston ! If Mr. 
Greglsbn; and your neighbours, the Courtnays, are 
there, mention me to them tn such terms as you see 
goodr Telltne if my poor birds are living ! I never 
see the herbs L used to give them without a recol- 
lection of them, iuid sometimes am ready to gather 
them, forgetting that I am not at home. Fard^nthis 
Intnislon \ 

" Mrs. Unwin continues much as usual.*' 
Mundtley, Sept d, 1795. 

The hopes of the kinsman of Cowper were great- 
ly elevated by the unexpected dispatch of thr above 
epistle, which he hailed as the forerunner of many 
more, each contributing something to the alleviation 
of his melancholy. With the exception, however, of 
two, hereafter mentioned, it was the only letter which 
the overwhelming influence of his disorder would 
suffer him to write in his latter years. 

The effect of air and exercise on the dejected po- 
et being by no means such as his friends had hoped, 
change of scene was resorted to as the next expedi- 
ent. About six miles to the south of Mundsley, and 
also on the coast, is a village called Happisburgh, or 
Hasboro', which, in the days of his youth, Cowper 
had visited from Catfield, the residence of his mo- 
^ber*3 brother. An excursion therefore to this place 
^as projected, and bappWy accom^\v&\i<t^,\s^ W6.\ 
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te of conveyance which had at least novelty 
^mmend it ; but a gale of wind having sprung 
on after his arrival there, the return by water 
aexpectedly precluded, and he was under the 
jity of effecting it on foot through the neigh- 
ig villages. To the agreeable surprise of hit 
ctor, this very considerable walk was perform- 
h scarcely any fatigue to the invalid, 
s incident led to a welcome discovery : name- 
it, shattered as the person of Cowper was, and 
;d even to a consumptive thinness, it yet retain- 

considerable portion of muscular strength, 
idaced an extension of those daily walks in 

the vicinity of Mundsley was gradually cx- 
!. It led likewise to a journey of fifty miles in 
-chaise, by way of Cromer, Holt, and Faken- 
:he object of which was to take a view of Dun- 
odge, a vacant seat on a high ground, in the 
x>urhood of Swaffham. Cowper observed of 
ansion, which was recently built by Edward 
, Esq. that it was rather too spacious for his re- 
nents, but as he did not seem unvdlling to hi- 
it, his companion, who conceived it to be a for 
eligible situation for his interesting charge than 
^n house In the town of Dereham, was induced 
»me the tenant of it at a subsequent period, 
proceeded to the last mentioned place, which 
ut eight miles east of Dunham Lodge, the same 
ig ; and the neit day, a journey of t\nxlY mA«« 
•^ Biepbam^ Aylsbam, and NortVi Y^ii\i^vift> 
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returned them safe to Mundsley. Here they remain- 
ed till the 7th of October, the health, if not the spi- 
rits of Cowper, being benefitted by it, though the in- 
firmities of Mrs. Unwin continued the same. On 
that day, the party removed to Dereham, and again, 
In the course of the month, to Dunham Lodge, which 
was now become their settled residence. 

As the season advanced, the amusement of walk- 
ing being rendered impracticable, and his spirits be- 
ing by no means sufficiently recovered to admit of 
hb resuming either his pen or his books, the only 
resource which was left to the poet, was to listen 
incessantly to the reading of his compcmion. The 
kind of books that appeared most, and indeed solely 
to attract him, were works of fiction ; and so happy 
was the influence of these in rivetting hb attention 
and abstracting him, of course, from the conteropla* 
tion of his miseries, that he discovered a peculiar 
satisfaction whec a production of fancy of more than 
ordinary length was introduced by his kinsman. 
This was no sooner perceived, than he was furnish- 
ed with the voluminous pages of Richardson, to 
which he listened with the greater interest, as he 
had been personally acquainted with that ingenious 
writer. ' 

At this time the tender spirit of Cowper clung 
exceedingly to those about him, and seemed to be 
haunted with a continual dread that they would 
leave him alone in his solitary mansion. Sunday, 
tl^erefore, was a day of more than ordinary appie- 
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hension to him ; as the furthest of his Idnsman's 
churches being fifteen miles from the Lodge, be was 
necessarily absent during the whole of the sabbath. 
On these occasions, it was the constant practice of 
the dejected poet to listen frequently on the steps 
of the hall-door, for the barking of dogs at a farm- 
house, which, in the stillness of the night, though at 
nearly the distance of two miles, invariably announc- 
ed the approach of his companion. 

To remove the inconvenbnce of these lengthen* 
ed absences, an inquiry was set on foot by the at- 
tendant of Cowper, for a house equally retired with 
Dunham Lodge, but nearer the scene of his minis- 
terial duties. The search, however, proving fruitless, 
he ventured to consult his beloved charge, as to how 
far he could tolerate the Dereham residence. To hb 
agreeable surprise, he found, that he not only pre- 
ferred it to hb present situation, but, if the question 
had been put to him in the first instance, would ne- 
ver have wished any other. It was agreed, therefore, 
that as the ensuing summer was to be spent at 
Mundsley, they should remain at Dunham Lodge 
till that period, and return from the sea to Dereham. 

In the mean time, the employment of reading 
and, as often as the weather permitted, excursions . 
on foot, or In an open carriage, amused the sufferer 
till the commencement of 1796 ; in the month of 
April of which year Mjts. Unwin received a visit 
from her daughter and son-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. 
Powiey. The tender and even filial attention whic!» 
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the compassionate invalid had never ceased to 
ercise towards his aged and infirm companion, 
now shared by her affectionate relatives ; to wl 
it could not but be a gratifying spectacle to see t 
venerable parent so assiduously watched over 
CoWper, even in his darkest periods of depress 
The visit of these exemplary persons was proc 
tive also of advantage to their friends, as the s 
tary custom of reading a chapter in the Bible to 
mother, every morning before she rose, was cc 
nued by the writer of this memoir, who, as thei ] 
always visited the chamber of his poor old fru 
the moment he had finished his breakfast, took < 
to read the chapter at that time. 

It was a pleasing discovery, which the compaK 
of Cowper had now made, that immersed as he 
in the depth of despondence, all the billowi 
which had gone over his soul, he could yet lu 
with composure to the voice of inspiration, of wl 
he had been conceived to be unwilling to hear ( 
the name. Being encouraged by the result o 
above experiment, the conductor of the devc 
of this retired family ventured, in the course 
few days, to let the members of it meet for p 
in the room where Cowper was, instead of ; 
bling in another apartment, as they hither 
done, under the influence, as it proved, of a r 
ception; with regard to his ability to attf 
service. On the first occurrence of this new t 
inent, of which no iutimatiou \iai\ Vv%\iTv \^t 
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^ven him, he was preparing to leave the room, but 
was prevafled on to resume his seat, by a word of 
soothing and whispered entreaty. 

The arrival of Wakefield's edition of Pope's Ho- 
mer, at Dunham Lodge, in June, 1796, was pro- 
dactive of happy consequences to the invalid, by 
saj^lying an occupation to his harassed mind, which 
absorbed it still more than tliat of listening to the 
works beforementioned. These fabrications of fan- 
cy, however, were not laid aside, but varied with 
conceptions of a much higher order; even the 
sublime flights of the illustrious Greek, to which the 
attention of his translator was again awakened, iu 
the following rather singular manner. 

It wqAlhe custom of the poet, on leaving Mrs- 
UnwinVlij^ftUnent in the morning, to take a few 
turns by hin^elf in a large unfrequented room, 
which he had to pass in his way back to the parlour. 
His companion, therefore, having observed that the 
notes of the ingenious Mr. Wakefield were not with- 
out a reference to the labours of Cowper, took care 
to place the eleven volumes of that editor's recent 
pablication in a conspicuous part of this room ; 
haying previously hinted, in the hearing of his friend, 
that there was in them an occasional comparison 
^f Pope with Cowper. To his agreeable surprise, he 
discovered, the next day, that the latter had not only 
found these notes, but had corrected his tran^lalvc^w 
at the suggestion of some of them. ¥rom \\i<i x£vc\- 
ment that thh reviving interest in his v«ys\qtv oi ^^^^ 
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ont of the room to be informed of the death of 
Mrs. Unwin, he returned to it some moments after, 
without being questioned as to why he had left it. 
Apprehending from this circumstance, and from a 
rapid observation of his countenance, with every 
turn of which he had long been familiar, that the 
mind of his beloved relative was perhaps in as fit a 
state for the reception of the melancholy tidings, as, 
under the pressure of his calamity, it could be, the 
writer of this memoir resolved to reveal them. As 
ho was sitting down therefore to the book, and turn- 
ing over tlie leaves to resume his reading, he ob- 
served to the poet, with as much cheerfulness and 
tender concern as he was able to associate in the 
same tone of voice, that his poor old friend had 
breathed her la^. 

This intelligence was received by Cowper, though 
not entirely without emotion, yet with such as was 
compatible with his being read to by his kinsman, 

) who had soon the satisfaction of seeing his interest- 

ing patient as composed as in tlie time of Mrs. Un- 

I win's life. 

I But the favourable issue of two distressing period; 

j waij still to be provided for : his viewing the corpse 

: and its subsequent removal for interment. To me 

the first of these dilficulties, it was judged expediei 
that the kinsman of Cowper should attend him 
the chamber of his departed friend, in the dusk 
the evening, when only an indistinct view of 
Aody could be ohtaiaed ; and to preclude his 
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picion of the other, the funeral was appointed to 
take place by torch-light. It appeared, however, 
that there was no necessity for llie latter precaution, 
as, after looking at the corpse for a few moments, 
under the circumstances abovementioned, and start- 
ing suddenly away, with a vehement but unfinished 
sentence of passionate sorrow, he not only named it 
no more, but never even spoke of AJrs. Unwin. 

The funeral was attended by Mr. and Mrs. Powley, 
who had been summoned fi-om Yorksliire within 
the few last days of their parent's life, but had not 
arrived till she had ceased to breathe : also by the 
writer of this sketch, and some members of his fa- 
mily. She was buried on the 23d of December, in 
the nort\i isle of the church of East Dereham. 

The commencement of the year 1797 in no respect 
differed from that of the preceding years of his illness, 
lus extreme dejection still continuing and the only 
alleviation it was capable of receiving being still 
the listening to works of fiction. As the spring ad- 
vanced, however, he was persuaded to res!:me his 
usual walks, a measure to which the situation of 
the house at East Dereham happily presented no ob- 
stacles, as though it fronted the laarket-place, which 
was also the turnpike road, it was contiguous to the 
fields on its opposite side. This was equally conve- 
Dient for his airings in an open carriage, which, from 
the happy effect of a course of ass's milk upon his 
bodily health, begun on the 2Ist of June \ul\v\s '^C'a.T, 
iie was enabled to bear, for a few wceVs, \>c^o\^ 
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breakfast. This was, undoubtedly, the p< 
Jast deplorable affliction, when the person 
made the nearest approaches to the apf 
had exhibited before his illness. His coi 
from having been extremely thin, and of 
ish hue, had recovered much of its forrr 
and ruddy complexion ; his limbs were als 
ciated, and his posture more erect : but t 
fiion on his spirits remained the same. U 
circumstances, it was thought adviseable ■ 
vbit to Mundsley this year, and to take \ 
advantage of the rides about Dereham. 

With such recreations, and the never- 
of reading, the summer of 1797 was br 
close ; when, dreading the effect of the c 
bodily exercise upon the mind of Cowpi 
long winter, his kinsman resolved, if it v 
ble, to re-instate him in the revisal of 1 
Oue morning, therefore, after breakfast, in 
of September, he placed the commentat 
table, one by one ; namely, Villoisson, B 
Clarke, opening them all, together with 
translation, at the place where he had 
twelvemonth before, but talking with I 
paced the room, upon a very different subj 
ly, the impossibility of the things befalling 
his imagination had represented; when, a 
panion had wished, he said to him, " Ai 
sure that I shall be here till the book you 8 
is Mjoisbed?" "Quite sure," replied hb 
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and that you will also be here to complete the re- 
iaal of your Homer," pointing to the books, " if 
oa will resume it to-day." As he repeated these 
rords he left the room* rejoicing in the well known 
9ken of their having sunk into the poet's mind, 
iiraely, his seating himself on the sofa, taking up 
«a of the books, and saying in a low and plaintive 
tMce, *' I may as well do this, for I can do nothing 
be." 

It was a subject of much gratitude to the friends 
f tiiis amiable and most interesting sufferer, that a 
lerciful Providence should again appoint him the 
mployment alluded to, as, more than any thing 
Ise, it diverted his mind from a contemplation of its 
liseries, and seemed to extend his breathing, which 
ms at otlier times short, to a depth of respiration 
lore compatible with ease. They had the happi- 
ess to see him perfectly settled to the work, and 
ersevering in it, feeble and dejected as he was, till 
le brought it to a prosperous close. 

In the meantime, the visit to the coast was repeat- 
d ; not indeed, as in former cases, for a continuance 
bere of some months, but with an intention of re- 
lewing it several times in the same season. This 
eries of excursions to the marine village of Munds- 
ey commenced in the summer of 1798, and was 
aried by a return to Dereham eight or ten times, 
ftcr a residence of a week by the sea-side. On one 
f these occasions he visited the larger of \.Vk^\.>NQ 
A^hihouses at Happisburgh ; the exlensW^ pTO«^<A. 
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from which embracing a country formeriy not un- 
known to him, his companion conceived might be 
a subject of interesting contemplation. Such ia 
some measure it proved, but the attention of Cow- 
per seemed more attracted by the apparatus of the 
building, lamps and reflectors having been recently 
substituted for a fire of coals, in describing the pas- 
sage of that intricate coast. It was hoped that this 
change of place, accompanied also by a diversity of 
objects, might operate happily on the mind of Cow- 
per ; and to a certain extent, it did, by producing at 
times, a mitigation of his melancholy. In this, how* 
ever, there is no doubt that Homer had a consider 
able share, as he was the constant companion of the 
poet on the coast. The Miscellaneous Works of 
Gibbon also, and the Pursuits of Literature^ which 
he permitted his kinsman to read to him, contributed 
to the amusement of this period. 

Two occurrences worthy of record, as testifying 
the regard borne to Cowper by his former acquain- 
tance, took place this year : namely, the visit in Ju- 
ly, of the dowager lady Spencer, for whom he had 
always entertained the most affectionate respect, 
and that of his highly esteemed friend. Sir John 
Throckmorton, in December. But though the for- 
mer had come many miles out of her way to see him, 
and the latter had taken a journey from Lord Petrels 
cxpreisly for that purpose, the pressure of his malady 
would scarcely allow him to speak to either of these 
friends, or to express a sense of their kind solicitude. 
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Oa a Friday evening, the eighth of March, 1799, 
be completed the revisal of his Homer, and the next 
morning entered apon the new preface, which, how- 
ever, he concluded on the following day, so that his 
Idoaman beheld him once more without employment. 
Bat the powers of his astonishing mind were yet 
to be exercised, and that on a subject altogether of 
iiii own devising. For though on the eleventh of 
March, lus attendant laid before him the introduc- 
tory fragment of his formerly projected poem of 
The Four Aget^ he merely corrected a few lines, 
idding two or three more, and declining to proceed, 
with this remark, " that it was too great a work for 
him to attempt in his present situation." 

In the same manner, several literary projects, 
tbough of easier accomplishment, which his com- 
panions suggested to him at supper, were objected to 
7 the poet, who at length replied, that he had just 
might of six Latin verses, and if he could compose 
y thing, it must be in pursuing that composition, 
^lis desk being opened the next morning, and all 
igs duly arranged for the purpose, his kinsman 
the satisfaction, on his return to the room, to 
I poem, entitled Monies Glaciales, commenced, 
that some verses were added to the six before 
oned. On his attentively considering the title* 
irred to his companion that, during the resi- 
of the poet at Dunham Lodge, the circum- 
which he had begun to verify, hadbeet\Te«A 
iu one of the Norwich papers, tUoM^Vi w v\\\- 
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out its appearing to engage his notice. Attben 
quest of Miss Perowne he translated this poem ill 
English verse on the 19th of the same month. 

If the friends of Cowper were not a UtUf ml 
prised, that his memory should have furnished hii 
with a subject for his poetical talent, under cireuii 
stances so unlikely to favour its exertion, his pi^ 
ducing The CcLst-away^ the next day, which ii\ 
founded on an incident recorded in Anson*s Vo^ 
a book which he had not looked into for almc 
twenty years, astonished them still more. It W8 
however, the last original poem produced by tl 
pen of Cowper. In August he translated it ia 
Latin verse. 

On the same day that he began and finished T 
Catt-awayy the Latin poems of his favourite Vince; 
Bourne, which he had a^^ared not unwilling t 
enter upon next, were laid before him, and hfe traB 
lated " The Thracian" But as his subsequent pr 
ductions, with their respective dates, are duly spe( 
lied in the following pages, after observing that t) 
poet went in October with himself and Miss Perowi 
to survey a much more commodious house in £fl 
Dereham, than the family had hitherto occupii 
there, and to which they removed in December, d 
writer of this memoir will draw il to a close. 

Cowper had not passed many weeks in this ne 
habitation, when the symptonis of weakness, wb' 
he had for sometime exhibited, assumed a drops! 
appearance in the ancles and feeV To arrest 
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f this new malady, a physician was called 
Slat of January, 1800, by the aid of whose 
»n8, which he was with difficulty persuaded 
and the daily exercise of a post-chaise, the 
^as so far checked as not to occasion any 
irm. 

8 the end of January his attention bad 
led to Homer, by a request from liis friend 
who wished him to new-model a passage in 
ation of The Iliad, where mention is made 
y ancient sculpture in which Daedalus had 
;d the Cretan dance for Ariadne. " On 
f January," says Mr. Hayley, " I received 
his improved version of the lines in ques- 
ten in a firm and delicate hand. The sight 
ritiiig from my long silent friend inspired 
a lively, but too sanguine hope, that I 
him once more restored. Alas ! the verses 
irveyed as a delightful omen of future let- 
a correspondent so inexpressibly dear to 
•d the last effort of his pen." 
52d of February his weakness had incrcas- 

I a degree as to be incompatible with the 
r a carriage, which was therefore diacon- 
m that day. 

now ceased to come down stairs, though 

II able, after breakfasting in bed, to adjourn ] 
id room above, and to remain there till 

be end of March he was obW^eA Volw^i^^^ 
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even the trifling exercise connected with this change 
of apartments, and to confine himself altogether to 
his bed-room ; in which, however, be sat up to every 
meal except breakfast. 

About this time he was visited by his friend Mr. 
Rose, whose arrival at the lodge at Weston he had 
so often welcomed with the sincerest delight, but 
whose approach he now witnessed with scarcely 
any perceivable pleasure. His departure, however, 
on the 6th of April, excited evident feelings of re- 
gret in Cowper. 

The humane example exhibited by Mr Rose^ in 
this affectionate visit to the house of a departing 
friend, would have been speedily followed by Mr. 
Hayley and lady Hesketh, had not the former been 
prevented by the impending death of a darling 
child, and the latter by a state of health too infirm 
to warrant so long a journey, and into which she 
had fallen soon after the departure of Cowper from 
Weston, in consequence of her protracted and pain- 
ful confinement with her revered relative during 
the early stage of his calamitous depression. 

On the 19th of April the weakness of this truly 
pitiable sufferer had so much increased, that his 
kinsman apprehended hb death to be near. Advert- 
iug, therefore, to the affliction, as well of body as of 
mind, which his beloved inmate was then enduring, 
he ventured to speak of his approaching dissolntioR 
as the signal of his deliverance from both these 
miseries. After a pause of a few moments, which 
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iless interraptedby the objections of his despond- 
ig relative than he had dared to hope, he proceed- 
ed to an observation more consolatory still ; namely, 
that in the world to which he was hastening, a mer- 
ciful Redeenier had prepared unspeakable happiness 
for all his childreji — and therefore for him. To the 
first part of this sentence he had listened with com- 
pmure, but the concluding words were no sooner 
uttered than his passionately expressed entreaties, 
that his companion would desist from any further 
observations of a similar kmd, clearly proved, that 
though it was on the eve of being invested with an- 
gelic light, the darkness of delusion still veiled his 
spirit. 

The clerical duties of his attendant occasioned 
his absence during the ^eatcr part of Sunday the 
20th ; but he learnt on his return that he had in some 
measure revived. He was, however, in bed, and 
asleep ; which induced his kinsman to remain in the 
room, and watch by him. Whilst engaged in this 
melancholy office, and endeavouring to reconcile 
hb mind to- the loss of so dear a friend, by consider- 
ing the gain which that friend would experience, 
his reflections were suddenly interrupted by the un- 
usual and singularly varied tone of his breathing, 
which had a striking resemblance to the confused 
notes of an organ. Inexperienced as he then was 
in the diversified approaches of the last messenger, 
he conceived it to be the sound of \sS& vmmfi^S38Xjfc 
sammons, and after listening to \t fov s^vev^VmYCvx^^^ . 
G- 
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he arose firom the foot of the bed, on which he was 
sitting, to take a nearer, and a last view of his de- 
parting relative, commending his soul, in silence, to 
that gracious Saviour, whom, in the fulness of men- 
tal health, he had delighted to honour. As he pot 
aside the curtain he opened his eyes; but closed 
them without speaking, and breathed as usaaL 

In the early part of Monday the 21st, and indeed 
till toward the hour of dinner, he appeared to be 
d3ring, but he so far recovered as to be able to par- 
take slightly of that mesi. 

The near approach of his dissolution became more 
and more observable in every succeeding hour of 
Tuesday and Wednesday. 

On Thursday the weakness was not at all diminish- 
ed ; but he sat up as usual for a short time in the 
evening. 

In the course of the night, when he appeared to 
be exceedingly exhausted, some refreshment was 
presented to him by Miss Perowne. From a per- 
suasion, however, that nothing could ameliorate his 
feelings, though without any apparent impression' 
that the hand of death was already upon him, he 
rejected the cordial with these words the very last 
that he was heard to utter, " What can it signify ?" 

At five in the morning of Friday the 25th, a dead- 
ly change in his features was observed to take place. 
He remained in an insensible state from that time 
tJU about five minutes before five in the afternoon; 
H'AeD he ceased to V>realW. ^T\AVcv%<a \tv^^vA\^ 
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gentle a manner did his spirit take fiA flight, that 
thongh the writer of this memoir, his medical at- 
tendant, Mr. Woods, and three other persons, were 
standing at the foot and side of the bed, with their 
eyes fixed upon his dying countenance, the precise 
moment of his departure was unobserved by any. 

From this mournful period, till the features of hit 
deceased friend were closed from his view, the ex- 
pression which the kinsman of Cowper observed 
in them, and which he was affeetionately delighted 
to suppose an index of the last thoughts and enjoy- 
ments of his soul in its gradual escape from the 
depths of despondence, was that of calmness and 
composure, mmgled, as it were, with holy surprise. 

He was buried in St. Edmund's Chapel, in the 
church of East Dereham, on Saturday the 2d of 
May. Over his grave a monument is erected, bear- 
ing the following inscription, from the pen of Mr. 
Hayley. 

In Memory 

Of William Cowpxr, Esq.^ 

Bom in Herefordshire, 1731. 

Buried in this church, 

1800. 



Ye, who with warmth the public triaroph feel 
of talents, dignified by sacred seal. 
Here, to devotion** bard devoutly just. 
Fay your fond tribute due to CowpeT*s dosti 
Eoglsad, exalting in hia spotless fame, 
Ranks with her dearest sons hia fav'rilc n%Bv ; 
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POEMS. 

▼XR8IS WRITTBir AT BATS, 

ON FINDING THE HEEL OF A SHOE, 
1748. 

FoBTVirc! I thank thee: gentle Goddess! thanks! 
Not that my Muse, though bashful, shall deny, 
8he would have thank'dthee rather, hadst thou tast 
A treasure in her way ; for neither meed 
Of eariy breakfast, to dispel the fumes, 
And bowel-racking pains of emptiness. 
Nor noontide feast, nor ev'ning's cool repast, 
Hopes she from this — presumptuous, tho*, perhaps, 
The cobbler, leather-carving artist! might. 
Nathless she thanks thee, and accepts thy boon, 
Whatever; not as erst the fabled cock, 
Vain glorious fool! unknowing what he found, 
Spnra'd the rich gem thou gav'st him. Wherefore, ah ! 
Why not on me that favoiur, (worthier sure !) 
Conferr'd'stthou, Goddess ! thou artblind, thousay'st ; 
Enough! — thy blindness shall excuse the deed. 

Nor does my Muse no benefit exhale 
From this thy scant indulgence!— even here, 



^ ON FIKSING THS HEEL OF k- SHQE. 

Hints worthy sage philosophy are found; 
Illustrious hints, to moralise my song ! 
This pond'rous heel ot perforated hide 
Compact, with pegs indented, many a row, 
Haply (for such its massy form bespeaks,) 
The weighty tread of some rude peasant clown 
Upbore : on this supported oft, he stretch'd. 
With uncouth strides, along the fiirrow'd gleb^ 
Flatt'ning the stubborn clod, till cruel time* 
(What will not cruel time,) on a \hy step, 
Sever'd the strict cohesion ; when, alas ! 
He, who could erst, with even, equal pace. 
Pursue his destin'd way with symmetry, 
And some proportion form'd, now, on one side^ 
Curtail'd and maim'd, the sport of vagrant boyi, 
Cursing his frail supporter, treacherous prop ! 
With toilsome steps, and difficult, moves on : 
Thus fares it oft with other than the feet 
Of humble villager — ^the statesman thus. 
Up the steep road, where proud ambition leads, 
Aspiring, first uninterrupted winds 
His prosp*rous way ; nor fears miscaitiage foof. 
While policy prevails, and friends prove true : 
But that support soon failing, by him left, 
On whom he most depended, basely left, 
Betray'd, deserted ; from his airy height 
Head-long he falls ; and through the rest of lift, 
Drags the duH load of disappointment ea. 



STANZAS 

CtCCITfeD FSOM AX OCCASIONJlL 0]>K OV THE FIRST 

PUBLIC 4TI0ir OF SIB CHABLBS ORAffOISOlT, 

UI1753. 

To rescue from the tyrant's sword 
Th* oppress'd ; — unseen and unimplor'd, 

To cheer the face of wo ; 
From lawless insult to defend 
An orphan's right — a fallen friend, 

And a forgiven foe ; 

These, these distinguish from the crowd,. 
And these alone, the great and good. 

The guardians of mankind; 
Whose bosoms with these virtues hearOt 
O, witi what matchless speed, they lenre 

The multitude behind! 

llien ask ye, from what cause on earth. 
Yiitues like these derive their birth. 

Derived from Heaven alone, 
Full on that favour'd breast they shine, 
Where faith and resignation join 

To call the blessing down, 

9uch is that heart >-4>ut while the Muse 
Thy theme, O Richardson, pursues, 
a2 
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Her feeble spirits faint : 
'She cannot reach, and would not wrong, 
That subject for an angel's song, 
• The hero, and the saint ! 
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TO ROBERT LLOYD, ESQ. 

1754. 

Ti9 not that I design to rob 
Thee of thy birth-right, gentle Bob, 
For thou aK born sole heir, and single, 
Of dear Mat Prior's easy jingle j 
Nor that I mean, while thus I knit 
My thread-bare sentiments together. 
To show my genius, or my wit. 
When God and you know I have neither, 
Or such, as might be better shown 
By letting poetry alone. 
*Tis not with either of these views. 
That I presumed t' address the Muse : 
But to divert a fierce banditti, 
(Sworn foes to ev'ry thing that's witty !) 
That, with a black, infernal train, 
Make cruel inroads in my brain. 
And daily threaten to drive thence 
My little garrison ©f sense : 
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The fierce banditti, which I mean, 
Are gloomy thoughts, led on by Spleen. 
Then there's anoUier reason yet, 
Which is, that I may fairly quit 
The debt, which Justly became due 
The moment when I heard from yon : 
And you might grumble, crony mine, 
If paid in any other coin ; 
Since twenty sheets of lead, God knows, 
(I would say twenty sheets of prose,) 
Can ne'er be deem'd worth hedf so much 
As one of gold, and your's was such. 
Thus, the preliminaries settled, 
I fairly find myseU piteh-ketUed /* 
And cannot see, though few see better, 
liow I shall hammer out a letter. 

First, for a thought — since all agree — 
A thought — ^I have it — let me see — 
Tis gone again — plague on't 1 1 thought 
I had it — ^but I have it not. 
Dame Gurton thus, and Hodge her son, 
That useful thing, her needle, gone ! 
Rake well the cinders — sweep the floor, 
And sift the dust behind the door ; 
While eager Hodge beholds the prize^ 
In old grimalkin's glaring eyes ; 



* Pitcb-kettled, a fiavourite phrase at the time when this EpU ■ 
le was written, expressive of being puzzled, or what, in the 
pectatorts t&ne, would have been called ianmosM^ 
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And gammer finds it on her knees 

In every shining straw she sees. 

This simile were apt enough ; 

But I've another, critic-proof! 

The virtuoso thus, at noon, 

Broiling beneath a July sun, 

The gilded butterfly pursues, 

O'er hedge a^d ditch, through gi^ and mews'* 

And after many a vain essay. 

To captivate the tempting prey. 

Gives him at length the lucky pat. 

And has him safe beneath his hat : 

Then lifts it gently from the ground ; 

But ah ! 'tis lost as soon as found ; 

Culprit his liberty regains, 

Flits out of sight, and mocks his pains. 

The sense was dark ; 'twas therefore fit 

With simile t' illustrate it ; 

But as too much obscures the sight, 

As often as too little light, 

We have our similes cut short, 

For matters of more grave import. 

That Matthew's numbers run with ease 

Each man of common sense agrees ) 

All men of common sense allow. 

That Robert's lines are easy too : 

Where then the pref 'rence shall we pla« 

Or how do justice in this case ? 

Matthew (says Fame) with endless pair 

Smooth'd and refin'd the meanest strair 
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Nor saffer'd one ill-chosen riiyra^ 

T' esc8^ him at the idlest time ; 

And thus o'er ^1 a lustre cast, 

That, while the language lives, shall last. 

An't please your ladyship, (quoth I,) 

For 'tis my business to reply ; 

Sure so much labour, so much toil, 

Bespeak at least a stubborn soU : 

Theirs be the laurel-wreath decreed 

Who both wiite weU, and write full spttA ! 

Who throw their Helicon about 

As freely as a conduit spout ! 

Friend Robert, thus like eJUen Kovanti 

Lets fall a poem enpassemt. 

Nor needs his genuine ore refine ! 

'TIS ready polish'd from the mine. 



THE FIFTH SATIRB 

or THB 

FIRST BOOK OF HORACE; 

[Frioted in Duncombe's Horact.} 
1769. 

Humorous Dueription of the Auiho^a Journey from 
Borne to Brundusium. 

TwAS alongjourne;^ lay before u9, 
^Yheit I. and hon^t Heltodoros, 
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Who far in point of rhetoric 
Surpasses ev'ry living Greek, 
Each leaving our respective home. 
Together sallied forth from Rome. 

First at Aricia we alight, 
And there refresh, and pass the night, 
Our entertainment rather coarse 
Than sumptuous, but Tve met with ^ 
Thence o*er the causevray soft andfai 
To Appiiforum we repair. 
But as this road is well supplied 
(Temptation strong !) on either side 
With inns commodious, snug, and wa 
We split the journey, and perform 
In two days time what's often done 
By brislcer travellers in one. 
Here, rather choosing not to sup 
Than v/iih bad water mix my cup. 
After a warm debate, in spite 
Of a provoking appetite, 
I sturdily resolved at last 
To balk it, and pronounce a fast, 
And in a moody humour wait. 
While my less dainty comrades bait. 

Now o*erthe spangled hemisphere 
DiiTused the starry train appear. 
When there arose a desp'rate brawl ; 
Tho daves and bargemen, one and al 
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Bending their throats (have mercy on qb) 
Aa if they were resolved to stun us. 
*' Steer the barge this way to the shore ; 
1 teU you well admit no more ; 
Plague ! will you never be content ?" 
Thus a whole hour at least is spent. 
While they receive the several fares. 
And kick the mule into his gears. 
Happy, these difficulties past. 
Could we have falPn asleep at last ! 
But, what with humming, croaking, biting, 
Gnats, frogs, and aD their plagues uniting, 
These tuneful natives of the lake 
CJonspir'd to keep us broad awake. 
Besides, to make the concert full, 
Two maudlin wights, exceeding dull, 
The bargeman and a passenger. 
Each in his turn, essay'd an air 
In honour of hb absent fair. 
At length the passenger, opprest 
With wine, left off, and snor'd the rest. 
The weary bargeman too gave o'er, 
And hearing his companion snore, 
Seis'd the occasion, fix'd the barge, 
Tum*d out his mule to graze at large, 
And slept, forgetful of his charge. 
And now the sun o'er eastern hill, 
Biscover'dthat our barge stood still ; 
When one, whose anger vexed him sore. 
With malice fraught, leaps quick on shore ; 
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Plucks up a stake, with many a thwa/dk 
Assails the mule and driver's baek. 

Then slowl^r moving on with, pain, 
At ten Feronia's itream we gain. 
And in her pure and ^assy wave 
Oar hands and faces gladly lave. 
Climbing three miles, fiur Anxur's height 
We reach, with stony quarries white. 
While here, as was agreed, we wait, 
Till, charged with business of the state, 
Maecenas and €k>cceius come, 
The messengers of peace from Rome. 
My eyes, by wat'ry humours blear 
And sore, I with black balsam smear. 
At length they join us, and with them 
Our worthy friend Fonteius came ; 
A man of such complete desert, 
Antony lov*d him at his heart 
At Fundi we refused to bait. 
And laugh'd at vain Aufidius* state, 
A praetor now, a scribe before, 
The purple-border*d robe he wore. 
His slave the smoking censer bore. 
Tir'd, at Muraena's we repose, 
At Formia snp at Capito's. 

With smiles the rising morn we greet, 
At SlnuesBa pleas'd to meet 
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With Plotius, Varius, and the bard 

Whom Mantua first with wonder heard. 

The world no purer spirits knows ; 

For none my heart more warmly glows. 

! what embraces we bestow'd, 

And with what joy our breasts o'erflow'd ! 

Sore, while my sense is sound and clear, 

Long as I live, I shall prefer 

A gay, good natur'd, easy friend. 

To every blessing Heav'n can send. 

At a small village the next night 

Near the Vultumus we alight ; 

Where, as employed on state afiau<s, 

We were snppli'd by the purvey'rs 

Frankly at onde, and without hire. 

With food for man and horse, and fire. 

Capaa next day betimes we reach. 

Where Virgil and myself, who each 

Labour'd with different maladies, 

Hb such a stomach, mine such eyes, 

As would not bear strong exercise, 

In drowsy mood to sleep resort ; 

Maecenas to the tennis-court. 

Next at Ck)cceius's farm we're treated. 

Above the Caudian tavern seated ; 

His kind and hospitable board 

With choice of wholesome food was stor'd. 

Now, O ye nine, inspire my lays ! 
To nobler themes my fancy raise ! 
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Two combatants, who scorn to yield 

The noisy, tongue-disputed field, 

Sarmentus and Cicurus, claim 

A poet's tribute to their fame ; 

Cicirrus of true Oscian breed, 

Sarmentus, who was never freed, 

But ran away. We don't defame him ; 

His lady lives, and still may claim him. 

Thus dignified, in harder fray 

These champions their keen wit display. 

And first Sarmentus led the way. 

" Thy locks, (quoth he) so rough and coarse, 

Look like the mane of some wild horse." 

We laugh : Cicirrus, uudismay'd — 

" Have at you !" — cries, and shakes his head. 

*• 'Tiswell (Sarmentus says) you've lost 

lliat horn your forehead once could boast ; 

Since, maim'd and mangled as you are, 

You seem to butt." A hideous scar 

Improv'd ('tis true) with double grace 

The native horrors of his face. 

Well. After niucli jocosely said 

Of his grim front, so fi'ry red, 

(For carbuncles had blotch'd it o*er, 

,\s usual on Campania's shore) 

** Give us, (he cried) since you're so big, 

A sample of the Cyclop's jig ! 

Four shanks methinks no buskins ask, 

Nor does your phi^ i*equirc a mask/' 




JOOXNET TO BltrNDUSIVM. U 

To Una Cicimis. " In return 

Of yoo. Sir, now I fain would learn, 

When 'twas, no longer deemed a slav«; 

Your chwns you to the Laiiea gav«. 

For tho' a scrivener's right you claim, 

Tour lady's title is the same. 

But what pould make you ran away. 

Since, pigmy as you are, each day 

A single pound of bread would quite 

O'erpow'r your puny appetite ?" 

Thus jok'd the champions, while we laugh'd. 

And many a cheerful bumper quaffed. 

To Beneveotnm nest we steer ; 
Where our good host, by over care 
In roasting thrushes lean as mice. 
Had almost fall'n a sacrifice. 
The kitchen soou was all on fire« 
And to the roof the flames aspire. 
There might yon see each man and master 
Striving, amidst this sad disaster. 
To save the supper. Then they came 
With speed enofigh to quench the flamo.. 
From hence we first at distance see 
Th' Apulian hills, well known to me, 
Parch'd by the sultry western blast. 
And which we never should have past. 
Had not Trivicius by the way 
Received us at the close of day. 
But each was forc'd at entering her» 
'To pay the tiibuie of a tear. 
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For more of smoke than fire was seen — 

The hearth was pil'd with logs so green. 

From hence in chaises we were carried 

Miles twenty-four, and gladly tarried 

At a small town, whose name my verse 

(So barb'rous is it) can't rehearse. 

Know it you may by many a sign, 

Water b dearer far than wine. 

Their bread is deem'd such dainty fare, 

That ev'ry prudent traveller 

His wallet loads with many a crust ; 

For at Canusium you might just 

As well attempt to gnaw a stone 

As think to get a morsel down ; 

That too with scanty streams is fed ; 

Its founder was brave Diomed. 

Good Varius (ah, that friends must part !) 

Here left us all with aching heart 

At Rubi we arriv'd that day. 

Well jaded by the length of way, 

And sure poor mortals ne'er were wetter : 

Next day no weather could be better ; 

No roads so bad ; we scarce could crawl 

Along to fishy Barium's wall. 

Th' EgnatJans next, who by the mles 

Of common sense are knaves or fooL<t, 

Made all our sides with laughter heave, 

Since we with them must needs believe; 

That incense in their temples bums, 

And without fire to ashes turns. 
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To circumcision^s bigots tell 

Such talcs ! for me, I know full well, 

That in high Heav'n, unmov'd by care. 

The Gods eternal quiet share : 

Xor can I deem their spleen the cause. 

Why fickle nature breaks her laws. 

Brundusium last we reach : and there 

Stop short the muse and traveller. 



THE NI^TH SATIRE 

OF THE 

FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 
•HE DESCRIPTION OF AN LMPERTINENT 

ADAPTED TO THE PRESENT TIMES, 1759. 

Saukt'ri.ng along the street one day. 
On trifles musing by the way — 
Up steps a free familiar wight, 
(1 scarcely knew the man by sight.) 
" Carlos, (he cried) your hand, my dear ; 
Gad, I rejoice to meet you here ! 
Pray Heav'n I see you well ?" " So. 9n ; 
Ev'n well or.oujE;h as times now go. 



t 
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The same good wbhes, sir, to you." 
Finding he still pursued me close — 
" Sir you have business I suppose." 
*' My business, sir, is quickly done, 
'Tis but to make my merit known. 
Sir, I have read"—" O learned sir, 
You and your learning I revere." 
Then, sweating with anxiety. 
And sadly longing to get free, 
Gods, how I scamper'd, scuffled for't. 
Ran, halted, ran again, stopp'd short, 
Beckon'd my boy, and pull'd him near. 
And whisper'd nothing in his ear. 

Tcas'd with his loose unjointed chat— 
" What street is this ? What house is that?" 

Harlow, how I envied thee 
Thy unabash'd effrontery. 

Who dar'st a foe with freedom blame« 
And call a coxcomb by his name ! 
When I return 'd him answer none. 
Obligingly the fool ran on, 
" I see you're dismally distressed. 
Would give the world to be released. 
But by your leave, sir, I shall still 
Stick to your skirts, do what you will- 
Pray which way does your journey tend?*' 
*' O 'tis a tedious way, my friend. 
Across the Thames, the Lord knows where-, 

1 would not trouble vou so far.'* 
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" Well, I'm at leisure to attend you." 
" Are you ? (thought I) the De'il befriend you." 
No ass with double panniers rack'd, 
OppressM, o'erladen, broken-back'd, 
E'er look'd a thousandth part so dull 
As I, nor half so like a fool. 
" Sir, I know little of myself, 
(Proceeds the pert conceited elf) 
" If Gray or Mason you will deem 
Than me more worthy your esteem. 
Poems I write by folios 
As fast as other men write prose; 
Then I can sing so loud, so clear, 
That Beard cannot with me compare. 
In dancing too I all surpass, 
Not Cooke can move with such a grace." 
Here I made shift with much ado 
To interpose a word or two. — 
•* Have you no parents, sir, no friends, 
Whose welfare on your own depends .'" 
" Parents, relations, say you ? No. 
They're all dispos'd of long ago." — 
" Happy to be no more perplex'd ! 
My fate too threatens, I go next. 
Despatch me, sir, 'tis now too late, 
Alas! to struggle with my fate! 
Well, I'm convinc'd my time is come- 
When young, a gipsy told my doom. 
The beldame shook her palsied head, 
As she perus'd my palm, and said: 
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Of poison, pestilence, or war; 
Gout, stone, deHusion, or catarrli. 
You have no reasoa to beware. 
Beware the coxcomb's idle pi-ate; 
Chiefly, my son, beware of that 
Be sure, when you behold bim, Bj 
Out of all earshot, or you die/' 

To Rufas' Hall we now draw near; 
Where he was summon'd to appear. 
Refute the charge the plaintiff broBgSxt 
Or suffer judgment by default 
" For Heaven's sake, if you love me, wait 
One moment! I'll be with you straight" 
Glad of a pUusible pretence-— 
'• Sir, 1 must beg you to dispense 
With my attendance in the court 
My legs will surely suffer for't" 
♦• Nay, prithee, Carlos, stop awhile*" 
*' Faith, sir, in law I have no skill. 
Besides I liavc no time to s{^re, 
I must be going you know where." 
" Well, I protest, I'm doubtful uow. 
Whether to leave my suit or you !" 
" Me without scruple ! (I reply) 
Me by all means, sir I" — *' No, not I. 
JilloM, Monsieur i" 'Twere vain (you know) 
To strive with a victorious foe. 
So I reluctantly obey, 
Aad follow, wh^re be leads the way. 
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" You and Newcastle are so close, 
Still hand and glove, sir — ^I suppose. — 
Newcastle Qet me tell you, sir) 
Has not his equal every where. 
Well. There indeed your fortune's made ; 
Faith, sir, you understand your trade. 
Would you but give me your good word ! 
Just introduce me to my lord. 
I should serve charmingly by way 
Of second fiddle, as they say: 
What think you, sir.^ 'twere a good jest. 
'Slife, we should quickly scout the rest." — 
" Sir, you mistake the matter far. 
We have no second fiddles there.— 
Bicher than I some folks may be ; 
More learned, but it hurts not me. 
Friends, tho' he has of diff 'rent kind, 
Each has his proper place assign'd." 
" Strange matters these alledg'd by you !" — 
** Strange they may be, but they are true." — 
" Well then, I vow, 'tis mighty clever, 
Now I long ten times more than ever 
To be advanc'd extremely near 
One of his shining character. 
Have but the will— there wants no more, 
'Tb plain enough you have the pow'r. 
His easy temper (that's the worst) 
He knows, and is so shy at first. — 
But such a cavalier as you — 
Lerd, sir, youll quickly bring him to I" — 



i 
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" Well ; if I foil in my design, 
Sir, it shall be no fault of mine. 
If by the saucy servile tribe 
Denied, what think you of a bribe f 
Bhut oirt to-day, not die witii sorrow^ 
But try my luck again to-morrow. 
Never attempt to visit Wm 
But at the most convenient time. 
Attend him on each levee day, 
And there my hnmble duty pay, 
Labour, like this, our virant nxppSes; 
And they must stoop who meaa to nee.** 

While ihm he wittSi^ly hmtaiga% 
For which you'H guess I wish'd him haa^ 
Carapley, a friend of mine, came by, 
Who knew his humour rawrc than f . 
We stop, salute, and — ^** why so fast. 
Friend Carios? Whither all this baste?**— 
iFir*d at the thoughts of a reprieve, 
I pinch him, pull him, twitch his sleeve, 
Nod, beckon, bite my lips, wink; pout^ 
Do ev'iy thing but speak plain out: 
While he, sad dog, from the beginnkig; 
Determin'd to mistake my meaning; 
Instead of pitying my curse, 
By jeering made it ten times worse. 
" Campley, what secret (pray !) was tkat 
You wanted to communicate?'* 
/ " I recollact. But 'tis no mattf»r 
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Carlos, well talk of that hereafter. 
E'en let the secret rest. 'Twill tell 
Another time, sir, just as well." 

Was ever such a dismal day.^ 
Unlucky cur, he steals away, 
And leaves me, half bereft of life, 
At mercy of the butcher's knife ; 
When sadden, shouting from afar, 
See his antagonist appear! 
The bailiff seized him quick as thought, 
" Ho, Mr. Scoundrel ! Are you caught.^ 
Sir, you are witness to th' arrest." 
** Aye many, sir, Til do my best." 
The mob husasas. Away they trudge, 
Culpritaod all, before the judge. 
Meanwhile I luckily enough 
(Thanks to Apollo) got clear off. 



ADDRESSED TO MISS 

ON BJEADINO 

THE PRAYER FOR INDnTFEREKCE. 

[1762.]* 

And dwells there in a female heart, 
By bounteous heav'n design 'd 

* For Mf«. Grc\iUc»8 Ode, lee Anneal Register, vol. v. p. C(K. 
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The choicest raptures to impart, 
To feel the most refin'd — 

Dwells there a wish in such a breast 

Its nature to forego, 
To smother in ignoble rest 

At once both bliss and wo.^ 

Far be the thought, and far the straui, 
Which breathes the low desire, 

How sweet soe'er the verse complain, 
Tho' Phoebus string the lyre. 

Come then, fair maid, (in nature wise) 
Who, knowing them, can tell 

From generous sympathy what joys 
The glowing bosom swell. 

In justice to the various pow'rs 
Of pleasing, which you share. 

Join me, amid your silent hours. 
To form the better pray'r. 

With lenient balm, may Ob*ron hence 

To fauy-land be driv'n ; 
With ev'ry herb that blunts the sense 

Mankind received from heav'n. 

'• Oh! if my Sovereign Author please, 
Far be it from my fate, 
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To live, unblest, in torpid ease, 
And slumber on in state. 

£ach tender tie of life defied 

Whence social pleasures spring, 
Unmov'd with all the world beside, 

A solitary thing — " 

Some Alpine mountain, wrapt in snow, 

Thus braves the whiriing blast. 
Eternal winter doomed to know, 

No genial spring to taste. 

In vain warm suns their influence shed, 

The zephyrs sport in vain. 
He rears, unchang'd, his barren head, 

Whilst beauty decks the plain. 

What tho' in scaly armour drest. 

Indifference may repel 
The shafts of wo--in such a breast 

No joy can ever dwell. 

Us woven in the world's great plan. 

And fix'd by heaven's decree. 
That all the true delights of man 

Should spring from Symipaihy, 

Tis nature bids, and whilst the laws 
Of nature we retain, 
c ' 
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Oar telf-approviBg bosom draws 
A pleasure from its pain. 

Thus grief itself has comforts dear« 

Toe sordid never know ; 
And ecstacy attends the tear. 

When virtue bids it flow. 

For, when it streams from that pure source, 

No bribes the heart can win, 
To check, or alter from its course 

The luxury within. 

Peace to the phlegm of sullen elves, 

Who, if from labour eas'd, 
Extend no care beyond themselves, 

Unpleasing and unpleas'd. 

Let no low thought suggest the prayV, 
Oh ! grant, kind hcav'n, to me, 

Long as I draw ethereal air, 
Sweet Sensibility. 

Where'er the heavenly nymph is seen, 

With lustre-beaming eye, 
A train, attendant on their queen, ' 

(Her rosy chorus) fly. 

The jocund Loves in Hymen's band. 

With torches ever bright, 
And generous Friendship hand in hand, 

With Pity's wat'ry sight. 
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The gentler virtues too are join'd. 

In youth immortal warm, 
The soft relations, which, combin'd, 

Give life her ev'ry charm. 

The arts come smiling in the close, 

And lend celestial fire, 
The marble breathes, tiie canvas g^ows, 

The Muses sweep the lyre. 

" Still may my melting bosom cleave 

To suff'rings not my own, 
And still the sigh responsive heave. 

Where'er is heard a groan. 

So Pity shall taJce Virtue's part. 

Her natural ally, 
And fashioning my soften'd heart, 

Prepare it for the sky." 

This artless vow may heav'n receive. 
And you, fond maid, approve : 

So may your guiding angel give 
Whatever you wish or love. 

So may the rosy-finger'd hours 

Lead on the various year. 
And ev'ry joy, which now is youff ^ 

Kxtend a larger sphere. 
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And suns to comet o^ round they w 
Tour goldeu momenta blesa, 

With all a tender heart can feel^ 
Or lively fancy guess. 
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Thus Itnly wm moved — nor did the d 
^deas, in his mind less tumult feel. 
On every side his ousious thought he tan 
Restlesst unfiit, not knowing what to chi 
And Bs a cbteni that in hi-im of hrajss 
Confines the chryislal flood, if cliance thi 
Smile on it, or the moon's rcspleodent o 
The qui V "ring light now flashes on the w 
Now leapa uncertain to the vaulted roof 
Such were the wav'ring motmm^ of his c 
'Twas night — and wtjary nature sunk to 
The birds, the bleat iug flocks were hear) 
At length, on the cold grotuid, beneath ti 
And dew^y vaiill3, fast by the river's brinJ 
The Father of hi* country sought reposu 
When lo I among the spreading poplar b 
Forth from his pleasant stream, propitioi 
The god of Tiber : clear transparent gau 
Infolds hii loinsj hk browa with rwds art 
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se his gracious words to sooth his care : 

'n-bom.whobring'st our kindred home again, 

I, aud giv'st eternity to Troy, 

Lve Laurentum and the Latian plams 

d thee ; behold thy fixt abode, 

t the threats of war, the storm is pass'd, 

Isappeas'd. For proof that what thou hear'st 

in forgery or delusive dream, 

the grove that borders my green bank, 
white swine, with thirty milk-white young, 
3et thy wond'ring eyes. Mark well the place, 
thy place of rest ; there end thy toUs : 
hrice ten years elaps'd, fair Alba's wall^ 
le, fair Alba, by Ascanius' hand, 
all it be — now listen, while I teach 
Bins t* accomplish these events at hand, 
idians here, a race from Pallas sprung, 
ng Evander's standard and his fate, 
. these mountains, a well chosen spot, 
lilt a city, for their Grandsire's sake, 
Pallanteum. These, perpetual war 
ith the Latians : joined in faithful league 
IS confederate, add them to your camp, 
between my winding banks, will speed 
ill-oar'd barks to stem th' opposing tide, 
idess-bom, arise ; and with the first 
g stars, seek Juno in tliy pray'r, 
quish all her wrath with suppliant vows. 
>nquest crowns thee, then remember Mt. 

Tiber, whose caerulean stream 



30 TRANSLATION FROM TIROIL'S JEHEID. 

Heav*n favours ; I with copious flood divide 

These grassy banks, and cleave the fruitful i 

My mansion, This — and lofty cities crown ' 

My fountain-head." — ^He spoke and sought the deep, 

And plunged his form beneath the closing flood. 

iEneas at the oming dawn awoke, 

And rismg, with uplifted eye beheld 

The orient sun, then dipp'd his palms, and scoop'd 

The brimming stream, and thus address'd the sties 

"Te nymphs, Laurentiannymphs,whofeedtfaesoarc< 

Of many a stream, and thou, with thy blest flood, 

O Tiber, hear, accept me, and afiford, 

At length afiford, a shelter from my woes. 

Where'er in secret cavern under gix>und 

Thy waters sleep, where'er they spring to light, 

Since thou hast pity for a wretch like me, 

My oflTrings and my vows shall wait thee still. 

Great homed Father of Hesperian floods. 

Be gracious now and ratify thy word." 

He said, and chose two gallies from his fleet, 

Fits them witli oars, and clothes the crew In arms. 

When lo ! astonishing and pleasing sight, 

The milk-white dam, with her unspotted brood. 

Lay stretch'd upon the bank, beneath the grove. 

To thee, the pious Prince, Juno, to thep 

Devotes them all, all on thine altar bleed. 

That live-long night old Tiber smooth'd his flood, 

And so rcstrain'd it, that it seem'd to stand 

Motionless as a pool, or silent lake, 

That not a biUow might resist their oars. 



k 
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b cheerful sound of exhortation soon 
It voyage they begin ; the pitchy keel 
es through the gentle deep, the quiet stream 
lires th' unwonted burthen that it bears, 
1 polished arms, and vessels painted gay. 
eath the shade of various trees, between 
umbrageous branches of the spreading groves 
y cut their liquid way, nor day, nor night 
y slack their course, unwinding as they go 

long meanders of the peaceful tide, 
he glowing sun was in meridian height, 
en from afar they saw the humble walls, 
I the few scatter'd cottages, which now 

Roman pow'r has equall'd with the clouds ; 
such was then Evander's scant domain. 
y steer to shore, and hasten to the town. 

chanced th' Arcadian monarch on that day, 
>re the walls, beneath a shady grove, 
i celebrating high, in solemn feast, 
des and his tutelary gods. 
as, his son, was there, and there the chief 
ill his youth ; with these, a worthy tribe, 
poor but venerable senate, burnt 
iet incense, and their altars smoked with blood, 
n as they saw the towering masts approach, 
ing between the trees, while the crew rest 
n their silent oars, amazed they rose, 

without fear, and all forsook the feast. 
Pallas, undismay'd, his jav'lin seized, 
i'd to the bank, and from a rismg groniid 
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Forbad them to disturb the sacred rites. 
** Ye stranger youth ! What prompts you t 
This untried way ? and whither do ye steei 
Whence, and who are ye ? Bring ye peace 
iBneas from his lofty deck holds forth 
The peaceful olive branch, and thus replies 
" Trojans, and enemies to the Latian state 
Whom they with unprovok'd hostilities 
Have driv'n away, thou see'st. We seek E 
Say this — and say, beside, the Trojan chiei 
Are come, and seek his friendship and his a 
Pallas with wonder heard that awful name 
And " whosoe'er thou art," he cried, " cor 
Bear thine own tidings to my Father's ear, 
And be a welcome guest beneath our roof 
He said, and press'd the stranger to his brei 
Then led him from the river to the grove. 
Where, courteous, thus ^neas greets the I 
" Best of the Grecian race, to whom I bow 
(So wills my fortune) suppliant, and stretcl 
In sign of amity this peaceful branch, 
I fear'd thee not, altho' I knew thee well 
A Grecian leader, bom in Arcady, 
And kinsman of th' Atridae. Me my virtue 
That means no wrong to thee — ^thc Oracles 
Our kindred families allied of old, 
And thy renown diffused thro' ev'ry land, 
Have fiJl conspired to bind in friendship to t 
And send mo not unwilling to thy shore;?. 
Dardanus, author of the Trojan state, 
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:s) was fair Electra's son ; 
itlas for her sire, 
high sustain th' ethereal orbs. 
iry, whom Maia bore, 
!yllene*s hoary top. 
aught tradition old, 
self-same At)as, ciaim'd 
lus united close in blood, 
i one common sire confess, 
itials fraught, I would not senil 
I artful phrase to sound 
legrees — but came myself — 
thou see'st; my life the stake > 
o implore thine aid. 
lat now aims the blow at thee, 
rus, nouglit then, they think, 
[esperia must be theirs, 
' upper to the nether sea. 
ndship and return us thine. 
age, we have noble minds, 
ied, and exercis'd in arms.'* 
eas — He with fixt regard 
iking, features, form, and mien. 
-" Thou noblest of thy name, 
ike thee to my heart, 
;onfess thee for a friend ! 
chises ; his thy speech, 
unt'nance. For 1 well rememb«r> 
, when Priam joumey'd forth 
the land where dwelt 
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Hesione, his sister, he push'd on 
E'en to Arcadia's frozen bounds. *Twas then 
The bloom of youth was glowing on my cheek ; 
Much I admired the Trojan chiefs, and much 
Their king, the son of great Laomedon, 
But most Anchbes, tow'ring o'er them all, 
A youthful longing seiz'd me to accost 
The hero, and embrace him ; I drew near, 
And gladly led him to the walls of Pheneus. 
Departing, he distingnish'd me with gifts, 
A costly quiver stored with Lycian darts, 
A robe inwove with gold, with gold imboss'd. 
Two bridles, those which Pallas uses now. 
The friendly league thou hast solicited 
I give thee therefore, and to-morrow all 
My chosen youth shall wait on your return. 
Meanwhile, since thus in friendship ye are comet 
Rejoice with us, and join to celebrate 
These annual rites, which may not be delay'd* 
And be at once familiar at our board," 

He said, and bade replace the feast removed ; 
Himself upon a grassy bank disposed 
The crew, but for iEneas order'd forth 
A couch, spread with a lion's tawny shag. 
And bad him share the honours of his throne. 
Th' appointed youth with glad alacrity 
Assist the laboring priest to load the board 
With roasted entrails of the slaughtered beeves, 
Well kneaded bread and mantling bowls. Wellplei 
£jieas and tlie Trojan youth regale 
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te huge length of a well-pastur*d chitie. 
inger appeas'd, and tables all despatch'd, 
spake Evander: " Superstition here, 
is ouir solemn feasting, has no part. 
Trojan friend, from utmost danger sav*d, 
atitude this worship we renew. 
Id that rock which nods above the vale, 
e bulks of broken stone dispersed around, 
desolate the shatteir'd cave appears, 
what a ruin spreads th' encumber'd plain, 
in this pile, but far within, was once 
len of Cacus ; dire his hateful form, 
[^unn*d the day, half monster and half man. 
i newly shed streamed ever on the ground 
dng, and many a visage pale and wan 
1 at his gate, hung hideous to the sight. 
m begot the brute : vast was hb size, 
from his throat he belch'd his father's fires, 
he day came that brought us what we wish'd, 
ssistance and the presence of a God. 
I'd with his vict'ry and the spoib he won 
I triple-form'd Geryon, lately slain, 
preat avenger, Hercules, appeared. 
it he drove his stately bulls, and pour'd 
erds along the vale. But the sly thief 
3, that nothing might escape his hand 
lany or fraud, drove from the stalls 
of the lordliest of his bulls, aud four 
airest of his heifers; by the tail 
■agg'd them to his den, and there conceard,. 
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No footstep might betray the dark abode. 
And now his herd with provender sufficed, 
Alcides would be gone : they as they went 
Still bellowing loud, made the deep echoing woods 
And distant hills resound: when hark! one oi, 
Imprison'd close within the vast recess, 
Lows in return, and frustrates all his hope. 
Then fury seiz'd Alcides, and his breast 
With indignation heav'd: grasping his club 
Of knotted oak, swift to the mountain-top 
He ran, he flew. Then first was Cacus seen 
To tremble, and his eyes bespoke his fears. 
Swift as an eastern blast he sought his den, 
And dread increasing, wing'd him as he went 
Drawn up in iron slings above the gate 
A rock was hung enormous. Such his haste. 
He burst the chains, and dropped it at the door, 
Then grappled it with iron work within 
Of bolts and bars by Vulcan's art contrived. 
Scarce was he fast, when panting for revenge 
Came Hercules ; he gnash'd hb teeth with rage, 
And quick as light'ning glanced his eyes around 
In quest of entrance. Fiery red, and stung 
Wilb indignation, thrice he wheel'd his course 
About the mountain ; thrice, but thrice in vam. 
He strove to force the quarry at the gate, 
And thrice sat down o'erwearied in the vale. 
There stood a pointed rock, abrupt and rude 
That high o'erlook'd the rest, close at the back 
Of the fell monster's den, where birds obscene 
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Of ominous note resorted, choughs and daws. 
This, as it lean'd obliquely to the left, 
Threat*ning the stream below, he from the right 
Push'd with his utmost strength, and to and fro 
He shook the mass, loosening its lowest base; 
Then shoved it from its seat; down fell the pile ; 
9ky thundered at the fall; the banks give way, 
Til' affrighted stream flows upward to his source. 
Behold the kennel of the brute exposed, 
The gloomy vault laid open. So, if chance 
Earth yawning to the centre should disclose 
The mansions, the pale mansions of the dead, 
Loath'd by the Grods, such would the gi»lph appear 
And the ghosts tremble at the sight of day. 
The monster, braying with unusual din 
Within his hollow lair, and sore amazed . 
To see such sudden inroads of the light, 
Aleides pressed him close with what at hand 
Lay readiest, stumps of trees, and fragments huge 
Of mill-stone size. He, (for escape was none) 
Wond'rous to tell ! forth from his gorge discharg'd 
A smoky cloud, that darkened all the den; 
Wreath after wreath he vomited amain 
The smoth'ring vapour, mixt with fiery sparks. 
No sight could penetrate the veil obscure. 
The hero, more provoked, endurM not this, 
But, with a headlong leap, he rushM to where 
The tliickest cloud envelop'd his abode. 
Tiiere gmsp^d he Cacus, spite of all bis fire?. 
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Till cnish'd within his arms, the monster shows 

His bloodless throat, now dry with panting hard. 

And his pressed eyeballs start. Soon he tears dowi 

The barricade of rock ; the dark abyss 

Lies open, and th' imprisoned bulls, the tiieft 

He had with oaths denied, are brought to light; 

By th' heels the miscreant carcase Is dragged forth, 

His face, his eyes, all terrible, his breast 

BcHvX with bristles, and his sooty jaws 

Are vicw'd with wonder never to be cloy'd. 

Uonc<! the celebrity thou seest, and hence 

This festal day, Politius first enjoin'd 

roHlJirity these solemn rites, he first 

With those who bear the great Pinarian name 

To FIrrculos devoted, in tlie grove 

Thi» iiltar built, deeraM sacred in the highest 

V»y iiH, Htid sacred ever to be deom'd. 

Couw then, uiy friends, and bind your youthful 

brows 
hi pruiMJ of such deliv'ranre, and hold forth 
Tim brimming nip; yoiu- deities and ours 
Kn: now thr name ; then drink, and freely too. 
Ho MiyiiiK. he twinted round his revYend locks 
A viiriri(nled fKiplnr wreath, and fill'd 
I III* rif(lit hHiiii with a consecrated bowl, 
our libations on the board. 

And now the radiant sphere 
ng, eventide drew near. 
( with the priests advanced, 
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Begirt with skins, aod torches in their hands. 
High piled with meats of sav'iy taste, they ranged 
The chargers, and renewed the grdtefiil feast. 
Then came tlie Salii, crown'd with poplar too, 
Circluig the blazing altars; here the youth 
Advi^nced, a choir harmonious ; there were heard 
The rwr'rend seers respousive; praise they sung, 
Much praise in honour of Alcides' deeds; 
How fint, with infant gripe, two serpents huge 
He strangled, sent from Juno ; next they sung. 
How Troja and Oechalia he destroyed, 
Fair cities both, and many a toilsome task 
Beneath Eurystheus, (so his step-dame wiird) 
Achieved victorious. Thou, the cloud-born pair, 
Hylaeos fierce and Pbolus, monstrous twins. 
Thou slew'st the minotaur, the plague of Crete, 
And the vast lion of the Nemean rock. 
Thee Hell, and Cerberus, Hell's porter, fear*d, 
8tretch'd in his den upon his half-gnaw'd bone^. 
Thee no abhorred form, not e'en the vast 
Tj^oeus could appal, tho' clad in arms. 
Hail, true bom son of Jove, among the Gods 
At length enroH'd, nor least illustrious thou. 
Haste thee propitious, and approve our songs;*— 
Thos hymn*d the chorus; above all they sing 
The cave of Cacus, and the flames he breath *d. 
The whole grove echoes, and the hills rebound> 

The rites perform 'd, all hasten to the town. 
The king, bending with age, held as V\c vieTiV 
Mneas and his PuHrb by the hand ^ a 
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With much variety of pleasing talk 
Short'ning the way. ^neas, with a smile, 
Looks round him, charm'd with the delightful f 
And many a question asks, and much he learns 
Of heroes far renown'd in ancient times. 
Then spake Evander. These extensive groves 
Were once inliabited by fauns and nymphs • 
Produced beneath their shades, and a rude race 
Of men, the progeny uncouth of elms • 

And knotted oaks. They no refinement knew 
Of laws or mannei-s civilized, to yoke 
The steer, with forecast provident to store 
The hoarded grain, or manage what they had. 
But browsed like beasts upon the leafy bou^, 
Or fed voracious on their hunted prey. 
An exile from Olympus, and expelPd 
His native realm by thunder-bearing Jove, 
First Saturn came. He from the mountains drew 
Thb herd of men untractable and fierce, 
And gave them laws; and caird his hiding place, 
This growth of forests, Latium. Such the peace 
His land possess'd, the golden age was then, 
So famed in stoiy ; till by slow degrees 
Far other times, and of far diflTrent hue, 
Succeeded, thu^t of gold and thirst of blood. 
Tlien came Ausonian bands, and armed hosts 
From Sicily, and Latium often changed 
Her master and her name. At length arose 
kings, of whom Tybris of gi^ntic form 
U'ffs chief, and we Italians &vace\iV(« «^^^ 
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The river by his name; thus Albula 
(So was the country call'd in ancient days) 
Was quite foi^ot. Me from my native land 
An exile, thro' the dang'rous ocean driv'n, 
Resbtless fortune and relentless fate 
Placed where thou see'st me. Phoebus, and 
The nymph Carmentis, with maternal care, 
Attendant on my wand'rings, fixt me here. 

[Ten lines omitted.} 

He said, and show'd him the Tarpeian rock, 
And the rude spot, where now the capitoi 
Stands, all magnificent and bright with gold, 
Then overgrown with thorns. And yet e'en then 
The swains beheld that sacred scene with awe ; 
The grove, the rock, inspired religious fear. 
This grove, he said, that crowns the lofty top 
Of this fair hill, some deity, we know, 
Inhabits, but what deity we doubt. 
Th' Arcadians speak of Jupiter himself. 
That they have often seen him, shaking here 
His gloomy ^gis, while the thunder-storms 
Came roiling all around him. Turn thy eye^, 
Behold that ruin ; those dismantled walls, 
Where once two towns, laniculum — 
By Janus this, and that by Saturn built, 
Satumia. Such discourse brought them beneath 
The roof of poor Evander, thence they saw, 
Where now the proud and statelv forum «Wi(\d« 
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The grazing herds wide scatter'd o'er the fieW 
Soon as he enter'd — Hercnles, he said, 
Victorio!is Hercules, on this threshold trod. 
These walls contained him, humble as they ar 
Dare to despise magnificence, my friend, 
Prove thy divine descent by worth divine, 
Nor view with haughty scorn this mean abod 
So saying, he led ^neas by the hand, 
And plac'd him on a cushion stuff'd with lea^ 
Spread with the skin of a Libistian bear. 

\7ht Episode of Venus and Vulcan omitle 

While thus in Lemnos Vulcan was employed 
Awaken'd by the gentle dawn of day, 
And the shrill song of birds beneath tlie eaves 
Of his low mansion, old Evauder rose. 
His tunic, and the sandals on^ his feet. 
And his good sword well-girded to his side, 
A panther's skin dependent from his left, 
And over his right shoulder thrown aslsint. 
Thus was he clad. Two mastives followed L 
His whole retinue and his nightly guard. 



OVID. TRIST. LIB. V. ELEG. XU. 

ScribiSf ut obUctem. 

You bid me write t'amuse the tedious hour?*. 
And save from witti'ringraY ipo^Wc, vqWy«i. 
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Hard is the task, my friend, for verse should flow 
From the free mind, not fetter'd down by wo ; 
Restless amidst onceasing tempests tost. 
Whoe'er has canse for sorrow, I have most. 
Would you bid Priam laugh, his sons all slain. 
Or childless Niobe from tears refrain, 
Join the gay dance, and lead the festive train ? 
Does grief or «tady most befit the mind. 
To this remote, this barb't-ous nook confined? 
Could you impart to my unshaken breast, 
The fortitude by Socrates possessed, 
Soon would it sink beneath such woes as mine, 
For what is human strength to wrath divine ? 
Wise as he was, and Heav'n pronounced him so. 
My suff 'rings would have laid that wisdom low. 
Could I forget my country, thee and all, 
And e*en th* offence to which I owe my fall, 
Vet fear alone would freeze the poet's vein, 
While hostile troops swarm o'er the dreary plain. 
Add that the fatal rust of long disuse 
Unfits me for the service of the Muse. 
Thistles and weeds are all we can expect 
From the best soil impov'rish'd by neglect ; 
Unexercised, and to his stall confin'd. 
The fleetest racer would be left behind ; 
The best built bark that cleaves the wat'ry way. 
Laid useless by, would moulder and decay — 
No hope remains that time shall me restore. 
Mean as I was, to what I was before. 
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Think how a series of desponding cares 

Benumbs the genius, and its force impsdrs. 

How oft, as now, on this devoted sheet, 

My verse constrained to move with measured feet/ 

Reluctant and laborious limps along, 

And proves itself a wretched exile's song. 

What is it tunes the most melodious lays ? 

'Tis emulation and the thirst of praise, 

A noble thirst, and not unknown to me, 

While smoothly wafted on a calmer sea. 

But can a wretch like Ovid pant for fame ; 

No, rather let the world forget my name. 

Is it because that world approved my strain* 

You prompt me to the same pursuit again ? 

No, let the Nine th' ungrateful truth excuse; 

I charge my hopeless ruin on the Muse, 

And, like Perillus, meet my just desert, 

The victim of my own pernicious art. 

Fool that I was, to be so warn'd in vain, 

And shipwreck'd once, to tempt the deep again.- 

Ill fares the bard in this unletter'd land. 

None to consult, and none to understand. 

The purest verse has no admirers here, 

Their own rude language only suits their eajp. 

Rude as it is, at length familiar grown, 

I learn it, and almost unlearn my own — 

Yet to say truth, e'en here the Muse disdains 

ConfineiTient, and attempts her former strains, 

But finds the strong desire is not the powV, 

And what her tast« condemns, the flames devom*: 
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erfaaps, like this, escapes the doom, 
Doworthy, finds a friend at Rome, 
le cruel art, that eould undo 
' thus, would that could perish to» ! 



A TALE, 
FOUNDED ON A FACT 

aiCH HAPPENED IN JANUART, 1779. 

Humber pours his rich commercial stream, 
inrelt a wretch,. who breath'd but to bias<- 
me. 

TaneousMves his life he led, 
the mine in which he wrought for bread. 
1 a day, Emerging from the deep, 
ii-day, (such sabbaths thousands keep !) 
;e» of his weekly toil he bore 
\ cock — ^whose blood might win him more ; 
) noblest of the feathered kind 
t for battle and for death designed ; 
» consecrated hours were meant 
•t, to minds on cruelty intent; 
d (such chances Providence obey) 
a fellow-lab'rer on the way, 
leart the same desires had once inflamed; 
the savage temper was reclaimed, 
on on his lips had taken place ; 
lead well who plead the cause of grace. 
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His iron-heart with Scripture he assaiVd, 
Woo'd him to hear a sermon, and prevail'd. 
His faithful bow the mighty preacher drew, 
Swift, as the light'ning-glirapse, the arrow flew. 
He wept; he trembled; cast his eyes around. 
To find a worse than he ; but none he found. 
He felt his sins, and wonder'd he should feel. 
Grace made the wound, and grace alone could heal 

Now farewell oaths, and blasphemies, and lies ! 
He quits the sinner's for the pfiartyr's prize. 
That holy day which wash'd With many a tear, 
Gilded with hope, yet shaded too by fear. 
The next, his swarthy brethren of the mine 
Leani'd, by his alter'd speech — ^the change divine! 
Laugh'd when they shou Id have wiept, and swore tb 

day 
Was nigh, when he would sware as fast as they. 
•' No, (said the penitent,) such words shall sharr 
"This breath no more ; devoted now to pray'r. 
•* O ! if thou see'st (thine eye the future sees) 
" That I shall yet again blaspheme, like these; 
•' Now strike me to the ground, on which I kneel, 
" Ere yet this heart relapses into steel ; 
** Now take me to that Heaven I once defied, 
**' Thy presence, thy embrace !" — He spoke and died 
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IHANSLATION 

OF A 

ILE IN PARADISE LOST. 

[June, 1780.] 
rni mountain tops, the dmky clouds 

montis de vertice nubes 
it, et jam Borea; tumida ora quidruntt 
res abdit, spiss^ caligine, vultus: 
indo tandem sol prodeat ore, 
Qontes et pascua lumine tingat, 
mia, aves mulcent concentibus agros, 
vium colles vallesque resultant. 



TR.\jVSLATION 

OP 

;n's epigram on milton. 

oeis, in three distant ages bom^ fyc."" 

[July, 1780.] 
longe distantia, saecula vates 
, tribus ^ gentibus eximios 
lem, cum majestate disertuna 
it, felix Anglia utrique parem. 
nis Natura eiLbausta, coacta es^, 
; fieret, consociare duos. 




LOTS ABUSED. 

TO THE REV. MR. NEWTON, 

ON HIS RETURN FROM RAM S6ATE. 

[Oct. mo.] 

TfiAT ocean you have late surveyed, 
Those rocks I too have seen, 

But I, afflicted and dismay'd, 
You tranquil and serene. 

You from the flood-controlling steep 
Saw stretch 'd before your view, 

With conscious joy, the threat'ning dec 
No longer such to you. 

To me, the waves that ceaseless broke 

Upon the dang'rous coast, 
Hoarsely and ominously spoke 

Of all my treasure lost. 

Your sea of troubles you have past, 
And found the peaceful shore j 

1, tempest toss'd, and wreck'd at last. 
Come home to port no more. 



LOVE ABUSED. 

What is there in the vale of life 
Half so delightful as a wife, 
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POEtlCAL EPISTLE TO LADY AVSTXlT. 

en friendship, love, and peace combine 
*tamp the marriage bond divine? 
'■ stream of pure and genuine love 
ives its current from above ; 
I earth a second Eden shows, 
ere'er the healing water flows : 
ah, if from the dykes and drains 
ensual nature's fev'rish veins, 
t, like a lawless headstrong flood, 
regnated with ooze and mud, 
cending fast on every side, 
e mingles with the sacred tide, 
e\vell tlie soul-(;nliv'ning scene ! 
: banks that wore a smiling green, 
h rank defilement overspread, 
k^ail their flow'ry beauties dead. 
! stream polluted, dark, and dull, 
us'd into a Stygian pool, 
ough life's last melancholy years 
ed with everflowing tears : 
nplaints supply the zephyr's part, 
1 sighs that heave a breaking heaK. 
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TICAL EPISTLE TO LADY AUSTEK 

Dec. 17, 1781. 
)EAn Aysx — ^l)ot\vt'en friend and friend, 

•sf answers cvorv romnion end ; 
■ E 



60 A POETICAL jRHlsTLE T# LADV AVST£^. 

Serves, in a plain and homely way, 
T* express th' occurrence of the day j 
Our health, the weather, and the news ; 
What walks we take, what books we chooie* 
And all the floating thoughts we find 
Upon the surface of the mind. 

But when a poet takes the pen, 
Far more alive than other men, 
He feels a gentle tingling corae 
Down to his finger and his thumb. 
Deriv'd from nature's npblest pEut, 
The centre of a glowing heai't : 
And this is what the world, who knows 
No flights above the pitch of prose. 
His more sublime vagaries slighting, 
Denominates an itch for writing. 
No wonder I, who scribble rhyme 
To catch the triflers of the time. 
And tell them truths divine and clear. 
Which, couch'd in prose, they will not heai* : 
Who labour hard to allure and draw 
The loiterers I never saw, 
Should feel that itching, and that tingling,. 
With all my purpose intermingling, 
To your intrinsic merit true. 
When caird t' address myself lo you. 

Mysterious arc his ways, whose poivrr 
Brings forth that unexpected )io:ii". 
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When minds, that never met before, 
Shall meet, unite, and part no more : 
It is th' allotment of the skies. 
The hand of the Supremely Wise, 
That guides and governs our affections, 
And plans and orders our connections: 
Directs us in our distant road. 
And marks the bounds of our abode. 
Thus we were settled when you found us, 
Feasants and children all around us, 
Not dreaming of so dear a friend. 
Deep in the abyss of Silver-End.* 
• Thus Martha, e'en ageinst her will, 
Perch'd on the top of yonder hill ; 
And you, though you must needs prefer 
The faffer scenes of sweet Sancerre.t 
Are come from distant Loire, to chooso 
A cottage on the banks of Ouse. 
This page of Providence quite new, 
And now just op'ning to our view. 
Employs our present thoughts and pains 
To guess, and spell, what it contains ; 
But day by day, and year by year. 
Will make the dark aenigraa clear; 
And furnish us, perhaps, at last, 
Like other scenes already past, 

• An obscure part of Olney, adjoining: to the residwce of Cow* 
ner, nrhich laced the market- pi a»:o. 

* i*ady Aust'^n's roaid'Muc m lYance. 
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With proof, that we, and our affairs, 
Ai-e part of a Jehovah's cares : 
For God unfolds, by slow degrees. 
The purport of his deep decrees ; 
Sheds every hour a clearer light 
In aid of our defective sight; 
And spreads, at length, before the souK 
A beautiful and perfect whole. 
Which busy man's inventive brain 
Toils to anticipate, in vain. 

Say, Anna, had you never knows 
The beauties of a rose full blown, 
Could you, tho' luminous your eye, 
By looking on the bud, descry, 
Or guess, with a prophetic power. 
The future splendour of the flower ? 
Just so, th' Omnipotent, who turns 
The system of a world's concerps, 
From mere minutiae can educe 
Events of most important use; 
And bid a dawning sky display 
The blaze of a meridian day. 
The works of mau tend, one and all, 
As needs tliey must, from ^:reat to small j 
And vanity a!)sorbs at length 
The monuments of human stren';::th. 
But who can tell how vast the pia.n 
Which this day's incident began ? 
Too small, perhaps, the slight occaaion, 
For our dim-sighted ebsenration ; 




FMM A LETTER TO THE REV. XR. REWTOK. ^ti 

It pass'd unnotic'd, as the bird 
That cleaves the yielding air unheard, 
And yet may prove, when understood. 
An harbinger of endless good. 

Not that I deem, or mean to call 
Friendship a blessing cheap or small : 
Bat merely to remark, that ours. 
Like some of nature's sweetest flowers, 
Rose from a seed of tiny size, 
That seem'd to promise no such prize ; 
A transient visit intervening, 
And made almost without a meaning, 
(Hardly the effect of inclination, 
Much less of pleasing expectation,) 
Produc'd a friendship, then begun, 
That has cemented us in one ; 
And plac'd it in our power to prove, 
By long fidelity and love, 
Tliat Solomon has wisely spoken ; 
*• A threefold cord is not soon broken.' 



FROM A LETTER TO THE REV. MR. NEWTWJ, 

Late Hector of St. Mary Woolmth. 

[Dated May 28, 1782.] 

ATS the pipe to the snuff-box, I can't understand 
What the ladies and gentlemeR see in yom* fac<' 



54 FROM A LETTER TO THE REV. MR. ITXWTOV. 

That you are in fashion all over the land» 
And I am so much fallen into disgrace. 

Do hut see what. a pretty contemplative air 

I give to the company — pray do but note 'en 
You would think that the wise men of Greece! 
all there, 
Or, at least, would suppose them the wise me 
Gotham. 

ftly breath is as sweet as the breath of blown n 
While you are a nuisance where'er you appc 

There is nothing but sniv'ling and blowing of n( 
Such a noise as turns any man's stomach to I 

Then lifting his lid in a delicate way, 

And op'ning his mouth with a smile quite engaj 

The box in reply was heard plainly to say, 
What a silly dispute is this we are waging ! 

If you have a little of merit to claim, 
You may thank the sweet-smelling Virginian w 

And I, if I seem to deserve any blame, 
The before mentioned drug in apology plead. 

Thus neither the praise nor the blame is our owi 
No room for a sneer, much less a cachmnos, 

Wc are vehicles, not of tobacco alone. 
But of any thio^ «lse they may choose to put ii 




THE COLUBIUAD. .^ 

THE COLUBRIAD. 

[1782.] 

9M by the threshold of a door nail'd fast« 

it kittens sat ; each kitten looked aghast. 

ising swift, and inattentive by, 

le three kittens cast a careless eye ; 

much concerned to know what they did there ; 

deeming kittens worth a poet's care. 

presently a loud and furious hiss 

rd me to stop, and to exclaim " what's this ?" 

in lo ! upon the threshold met my view, 

I head erect, and eyes of fiery hue, 

per, long as Count de Grasse's queue. 

h from bis head his forked tongue he throws, 

ing it full against a kitten's nose ; 

», having never seen, in field or house, 

like, sat still and silent as a mouse : 

' projecting, with attention due, 

whisker'd face, she ask'd him, " who are you P" 

the ball went I, with pace not slow, 
swift as lightning, for along Dutch hoe : 

1 which well arm'd I hasten'd to the spot, 
ind the viper, but I found him not. 
turning up the leaves and shrubs around, 
nd only, that he was not to be found, 
still the kittens sitting as before, 
vatchins close the bottom of tjic door. 
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" I hope," said I, " Ihe villsdn I would kUl, 
)Has slipp'd between the door, and the door's sill ; 
And if I make despatch, and follow hard. 
No doubt but I shall find him in the yard :" 
For long ere now it should have been rehearsed, 
Twas in the garden that I found him first 
Ev'n there I found him, there the full-grown est 
His head, with velvet paw, did gentiy pat ; 
As curious as the kittens erst liad been 
To learn what this phenomenon might mean. 
Fill'd with heroic ardour at the sight. 
And fearing every moment he would bite. 
And rob our household of our only cat, 
That was of age to combat with a rat; 
With outstretch'd hoe I slew him at the door, 
And taught him never to come tbebs vo hobk. 



ON FRIENDSHIP. 

.^micitia nbi inter bonos esse non potest Citer*' 

[1782.] 

What virtue can we name, or grace, 
But men unqualified and base 

Will boast in their possession P 
Profusion apes the noble part 
Of liberality of heart, 

And duUness pf d«8crtti«ii. 




on FRIENDSHIP. b) 

But as the gem of richest cost 

Is ever counterfeited most, • 

So, always, imitation 
Employs the utmost skill she cau 
To counterfeit the faithful man, 

The friend of long duration. 

Some will pronounce me 'too severe — 
But long experience speaks me clear \ 

Therefore that censure scorning, 
I will proceed to mark the shelves, 
On which so many dash tliemselves, 

And give the simple warning. 

Touth, unadmonish'd by a guide, 
Will trust to any fair outside : 

An error soon corrected ; 
For who, but learns, with riper years, 
.That man, when smoothest he appears^ 

Is most to be suspected ? 

But here again a danger lies ; 
Lest, tims deluded by our eyes. 

And taking trash for ti*easure, 
We should, when undeceiv'd, conclude 
Friendship, imaginary good, 

A mere Utopian pleasure. 

An acquisition, rather rare. 
Is yet no subject of despair ; 
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Nor should It seem distressful. 
If either on forbidden ground, 
Or, where it was not to be found. 

We sought it unsuccessful. 

JN^o friendship will abide the test 
That stands on sordid interest 

And mean sfelf-love erected ; 
Nor such, as may awhile subsist 
'Twixt sensualist and sensualist, 

For vicious ends connected. 

Who hopes a friend, should have a heu[, 
Himself, well fumish'd for the part. 

And ready on occasion 
To show the virtue that he seeks ; 
For 'tis an union that bespeaks 

A just Veciprocation. 

A fretful temper will divide 

The closest knot that may be ticrf, 

J^y ceaseless sharp corrosion : 
A temper passionate and fierce 
May suddenly your joys disperse 

At one immense explosion. 

In vain the talkative unite 
With hope of permanent delight : 
The secret just committed 



^^^^^^^H^^H \ 
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Ttiey drop through mere desire to prate, 
Torgetting its important weight, 
And by themselves outwitted. 

How bright »oe*er the prospect seems, 
All thoughts of friendship are but dreams. 

If envy chance to ci'eep in ; 
An envious man, if you succeed, 
May prove a dangerous foe indeed. 

But not a friend worth keeping. 

As envy pines at good possessed, 
So jealousy looks fortli distressed 

On good that seems approaching ; 
And, if success his steps attend, ' 

Discerns a rival in a friend. 

And hates him for encroaching. 

Hence authors of illustrious name, 
(Unless belied by common fame,) 

Are sadly prone to quarrel ; 
To deem the wit a friend displays 
So much of loss to their own praise, 

And pluck each other's laurel. 

A man renowned for repartee, 
Will seldom scruple to make free 
With friendship's finest feclinjr. 




their spo^ 

Da»g«°* 
''*' vet 8Wft'"S'^'^„ey forego 




QV rRIENDSHIP. €1 

Tis waiting till the tears shall fall 
From Gog and Magog in Guildhall, 
Those playthings of the city. 

The great and small but rarely meet 
On terms of amity complete : 

Th' attempt would scarce be madder, 
Should any, from the bottom, hope 
At one huge stride to reach the top 

Of an erected ladder. 



Courtier and patriot cannot mix 
Their heterogeneous politics 

Without ah effervescence, 
Such as of salts with lemon-juice, 
But which is rarely known t' induce, 

Like that, a coalescence. 

Keligion shotild extinguish strife, 
And make a calm of human life : 

But even those who differ 
Only on topics left at large, 
How fiercely will they meet and charge I 

No combatants are stiffer. 

To prove, alas ! my main intent, 
Needs no great cost of argument, 
No cutting and contriving ^ 




6dl ON FKlfilTDSBrF. 

Seeking a real friend, we seem 
T' adopt the chymisfs golden dreaM 
With still less hope of thriving. 

Then Judge, or ere you choose your mas 
As circumspectly as you can, 

And, having made election. 
See that no disrespect of yours, 
Such as,a friend but ill endures, 

Enfeeble his affection. 

It is not timber, lead, and stone. 
An architect requires alone. 

To fini^ a great •building ; 
The palace were butbalf complete, 
Could he by any chance forget 

The carving and the gilding. 

As similarity of mind. 

Or something not to be defin'd, 

First rivets our attention ; 
So, manners decent and polite. 
The same we practis'd at first sight. 

Must save it from declension. 

The man who hails you Tom— or Jack< 

And proves by thumping on your back 

His sense of your great merits 
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h sach a friend, that one had nesd 
Be very much his friend indeed. 
To |)ardon, or to bear it. 

Some fiienda ma]» this their prudent plan — 
'* Say little, and hear all you can '," 

Safe policy, but hatful. 
So barren sands imbibe the show'r. 
But render neither fruit nor flow'r. 

Unpleasant and ungratefuL 

They whisper trivial things, and small ; 
But, to communicate at all 

Things serious, deem improper; 
Their feculence and froth they show, 
But keep their best contents below. 

Just like a simm'ring copper. 

These samples (for alas ! at last 
These are but samples, and a taste 

Of evils yet unmentioned) 
May prove the task, a task indeed. 
In which 'tis much, if we succeed, 

However wcU-intention'd. 

Pursue the theme, and you shall find 
A disciplined and fumish'd mind 
To be at least expedient. 




44r OK THE LOSS OF THE KOTAL G£ORG£. 

And, after summing all the rest. 
Religion ruling in the breast 
A principal ingredient. 

" True friendship has, in short, a grace 
More than terrestrial in its face. 

That proves it heav'n-descended : 
Man's love of woman not so pure. 
Nor, when sincerest, so secure 
To last till life is ended. 



ON THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEOR< 

To the March m Scipio. 

WRITTEN WHEN THE NEWS ARRIVED. 

ISqftemb&t 1782.] 

Toll for the brave ! 

The brave that are no more ! 
All sunk beneath the wave, 

Fast by their native shore ! 

Eight hundred of the brave, 

Whose courage well was tried. 

Had made ihe vessel heel, 
J^d lidd her on her side. 
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A land breeze abook tlie shrouds, 

And she waa overset ; 
Down went the Royal George, 

With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brave ! 

Brave Kempenfelt Is gone ; 
His last sea-fight is fought; 

His work of glory done. 

It was not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shock } 
^he sprang no fatal leak ; 

She ran upon no rock. 

His sword was in his sheath ; 

His fingers held the pen, 
When Kempenfelt went down, 

With twice four hundred men. 

Weigh the vessel up, 

Once dreaded bjTour foes ! 
And mingle with our cup, 

The tear that England owejs. 

Her timbers yet are sound. 

And she may float again, 
Full-charg'd with England's thunder, 

And i^ough ihe distant main. 




^ Off TOC tjon or tb2 novAi. i^iOR&r. 

But Kempenfelt is gone, 
His victories are o*er ; 

And he and his eight hundred, 

Shall plough the wave no more. 



IN SUBMERSIONEM NAVIGH, CUI GEORGICS 
REGALE NOMEN, INDITUM. 

Plangimus fortes. Periere fortes, 
Patrium propter periire littus 
Bis qnater centum ; suhitd sub alto 
^ ^quore mersi. 

Navis, innitens lateri, jacebat, 
Malus ad summas trepidabat undas, 
Cikm levis, funes quatiens, ad imum 
Depulit aura. 

Plangimus fortes. Nimis, heu, caducam 
Fortibus vitam volu^re parca;, 
Nee sinunt ultr^ tibi nos recentes 
Nectere laurus. 

Magne, qui nomen, licet incanorum, 
Traditum ex mullis atavis tiilisti ! 
At tuos olim memorabit aevara 
• Omne triumphos. 
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Non hyems iUos furibunda mersit, 
Non mari in clausO scopuli latentes, 
Fissa non rimis abies, nee atrox 
Abstulit ensis. 

Navitae sed turn nimium jocosi 
Voce fallebant hilari laborem , 
£t qoiescebat, calamoque dextram im- 
pleverat heros. 

Vos, quibu» oordi est grave opus piumque; 
Humidum ex alto spolium levate, 
£t putrescentes sub aquis amicos 
Reddite amicis ! 

Hi qiiidem (sic d2s placuit) fuSre : 
Sed ratis, nondiim putris, ire possit 
Hiursiks in bellum, Britonumque nomcA 
Tollere ad astra. 
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SONG 
OJV PEdCE. 

WRITTEN IN THE SUMMER OF 1783, AT TH: 
OF LADT AUSTEN, WHO GATE THE SSN1 

Air^" My fond ^pkerds pflatc" 

No longer I follow a sound ; 

No longer a dream I pursue ; 

happiness i not to be found, 

Unattainable treasure adieu ! 

1 have sought thee in splendour and drc 

In the regions of pleasure and taste 

I have sought thee, and seem'd to possei 

But have proved thee a vision at lai 

An humble ambition and hope 

The voice of true wisdom inspire j 

•'Us sufficient, if Peace be the scope. 
And the summit of all our deshres. 

Peace may be the lot of the mind 

That seeks it in meekness and love * 

But rapture and bliss are confin'd 
To the glorified spirits above. 



I 
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SONG* 
d<r— " The Last ofPattit's Mill" 

When all within is peace, 

How nature seems to smfle ! 
Delights that never cease, 

The live-long day beguile. 
From mom to dewy eve, 

With open hand she showers 
Fresh blessings to deceive, 

And soothe the silent hours. 

It is content of heart 

Gives nature power to please ; 
' The mind that feels no smart, 

Enlivens all it sees ; 
Can make a wint'ry sky 

Seem bright as smiling May, 
And evening's closing eye 
• As peep of early day. 

The vast majestic globe, 

So beauteously array'd 
In nature*s various robe, 

With wond'rous skiU display^ 

« Alfo writt«i tt the reqqntof Lad/ AosCMl. 




70 YSRSES FROM THE POBM OF VALEDICTIOTT. 

Is to a mourner's heart 

A dreary wUd at bc^t ; 
It flutters to depart, 

And longs to be at rest. 



VERSES 

SELECTED FROM UN OCCASIONAL POEM, XrriTLS^ 

VALEDICTIOfr. 

[JVoc. 1783.] 

Oh Friendship ! Cordial of the human breait 
So little feU, so fervently professed ! 
Thy blossoms deck our unsuspecting ye^in ; 
The promise of delicious fruit appears : 
We hug the hopes of constancy and truth. 
Such is the folly of our dreaming youth ; 
But soon, alas ! detect the rash mistake 
That sanguine inexperience loves to make ; 
And view with tears th' expected harvest loit, 
Decay'd by time, or wither'd by a frost, 
Whoever undertakes a friend's great part 
Should be renew 'd in nature, pure in heart. 
Prepared for martyrdom, and strong toprov« 
A thousand ways the force of genuine love. 
He may be call'd to give up health and gain, 
T exchange content for trouble, ease for pfuo. 



\ 
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To echo sigh for sigh, and gitjan for groan, 
And wet his cheeks with sorrows not his owb. 
The heart of man, for such a task too frail, 
When most relied on, is most snre to fail ; 
And, summoned to partake its fellow's wo. 
Starts from its office, like a broken bow. 

Votaries of business, and of pleasure, prove 
Faithless alike in friendship and in love. 
Retir*d from all the circles of the gay, 
And all the crouds, that bustle life away. 
To scenes, where competition, envy, strife, 
Beget no thunder-clouds to trouble life, 
Let me, the charge of some good angel, find 
One, who has known, and has escaped mankind ; 
Polite, yet virtnous, who has brought away 
The manners, not the morals, of the day : 
With him, peihaps with her, (for men have known 
No firmer friendships than the fair have shown,) 
Let me enjoy, in some unthought-of spot, 
All former friends forgiven, and forgot, 
Down to the close of life's fast fading scene. 
Union of hearts, witliout a flaw between. 
Tis grace, *tis bounty, and it calls for praise. 
If God give health, that sunshine of our days ! 
And if he add, a blessing shared by few, 
Content of heart, more praises still are due— - 
But if he grant a friend, that boon possessed 
Indeed is treasure, and crowns all the rest ; 
.And giving one, whose heart is in the skies, 
Bom from above, and made divinely wise, 




72 Olf THE SHORTNESS OF BUUAlf LIVE. ' 

He gives, what bankrupt nature never can, 
Whose noblest coin is light and brittle man, 
Gold, purer far than Ophir ever knew, 
A soul, an image of himself, and therefore true. 



m BREVITATEM VITJE SPATH HOMINIBUS 
CONCESSI. 

BY DR. JORTIN. 

Hei mihi ! Lege rati sol occidit atque resurgit) 
Lunaque mutatse reparat dispendia forms, 
Astraque, purpurei telis extincta diei, 
Bursns nocte vigent. Humiles telluris alnmni, 
Graminis herba virens, et flomm ^piciA prcqf»go, 
Quos crudelis hyems lethali tabe peredit. 
Cum Zephyri vox blanda vocat, rediitque soreni 
Temperies anni, foecundo ^ cespite sui^nt. 
Nos domini rerum, nos, magna et pulchra miniti> 
Cum breve ver vitae robustaque transiit setas, 
Deiicimus ; nee nos ordo revolubilis auras 
Keddit in sthereas, tumuli neque claustra resolvit 
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OV TBS 

SHORTNESS OF HUMAN LIFE. 

TBANSLATION OF THX FOREGOING. 

IJanuaryy 1784.] 

Suns that set, and moons that wane, 
Rise, and are restor'd again, 
Stars that orient days subdues, 
Night at her return renews. 
Herbs and flowers, the beauteous birth 
Of the genial womb of Earth, 
Suffer but a transient death 
From the winter's cruel breath. 
Zephyr speaks ; serener skies 
Warm the glebe, and they arise. 
We, alas! Earth's haughty kings, 
We, that promise mighty things, 
Losing soon life's happy prime. 
Droop, and fade, in little time. 
Spring returns, but not our bloom : 
'Still 'tis wmter in the tomb. 




EPITAPH ON .lOHNSOX. 

Hi^RS Johnsoti Ucs^— a sage by all allnw'Jf 
Whom to have bred, may wuU mtiko England 
Whose pro^je was eloquence, by wisdom fmi\ 
The gra(;pful vehicle of virtuous thought ; 
Whose ver&e may clftJm-^^grave, ma^culii; 

sir on g, 
Superior praise to the mere pocfs Mug; 
IVho mauy u noble gift from Heav'n poasesa' 
And fiiith at Ittst, ftUme worth all the rest. 
O man, immortnl by a. double prisief 
By fame an earth — by glory in the skio!^! 



TO MISS C , 0> HER BIRTH Di 

How many bchvcpu east and west. 

Disgrace their prtrent cartli, 
Whose deeds constrain ua to fletcist 

The day Ihut gave them birth ! 



Not ao when Stella's nutal morn 
Re%^olving months restore, 

We can rejoice Ih at ^he was horn, 
And msh her Wn uitco morel 



■ \ 
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GRATITUDE. 

^t»DIUE88XD TO LADT BXSKXTR. 
[1786.] 

This cap, that so stately appears, 

With ribbon-bound tassel on high, 
Which seems by the crest that it rears 

Ambitious of brushing the sky : 
Thb cbp to my cousin I owe, 

Slie gave it, and gave me beside, 
Wreathed into an elegant bow. 

The ribbon with which it is tied. 

This wheel-footed studying chair. 

Contrived both for toil and repose, 
Wide-elbow'd and wadded with hair. 

In which I both scribble and doze, 
Bright-studded to dazzle the eyes, 

And rival in lustre of that 
In which, or astronomy lies, 

Fair Cassiopeia sat: 

These carpets, so soft to the foot, 
Caledonia's traffic and pride, 

Oh spare them, ye knights of the boot, 
Escaped from a eross-country ridei 
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This table And mirror within. 
Secure from collbion and dust. 

At which I oft shave cheek and chin^ 
And periwig nicely adjust : 

This moveable structure of shelves, 

For its beauty admired and its use. 
And charged with octavos and twelves^ 

The gayest I had to produce ; 
Where, flaming in scarlet and gold^ 

My poems enchanted I view. 
And hope, in due time to behold 

My lUad and Odyssey too : 

This china, that decks the alcove^ 

Which here people call a buffet. 
But what the gods call it above. 

Has ne'er been reveal'd to us yet: 
These curtains, that keep the room warm 

Or cool, as the season demands. 
These stoves that for pattern and form, 

Seem the labour of Mulciber's hands ; 

All these are not half that I owe 
To One, from her earliest youth 

To me ever ready to show 
Benignity, friendship, and truth; 

For time, the destroyer declar'd 
And foe of our perishing kiiid> 




^UK FLATTlirO MILL. 7^ 

a even her face he has spar*!), - 
Much less could he alter her mind. 

Thus compass'd about with the goods 

And chattels of leisure and ease, 
I indulge my poetical moods 

In many such fancies as these ; 
And fancies I fear they will seem — 

Poets* goods are not often so fine ; 
The poets will swear that I dream, 

When I sing of the splendour of mine. 



THE FLATTING-MILL. 

▲N ILLUSTRATION. 

lax a bar of pure silver, or ingot of gold, 
mt to be flatted or wrought into length, 
pass'd between cylinders often, and roll'd 
in edgine of utmost mechanical strength. 

IS tortur'd and squeezed, at last it appears 
e a loose heap of ribbon, a glittering show, 
e music it tinkles and rings in your ears, 
I, warmed by the pressure, is all in a glow. 

} process achieved, it isdoom'd to sustain 
Uiump-after-thump of a gold-beater's malW^ 
I at last is of service in sickness or paia 
iOYvr a pill for a delicate p«\%tje. 




78 LINES Oir ASHLEY COWPBR, £S4t. 

Alas for the Poet ! who dares undertake 

To urge reformation of national ill — 

His head and his heart are both likely to ache 

With the double employment of mallet and mill. 

If he wish to instruct, h^nmst learn to delight, 
Smooth, ductile, and even, his fancy must flow, 
Must tinkle and glitter like gold to the sight, 
And catch in its progress a sensible glow. 

After all, he must beat it as thin and as fine i 

As the leaf that unfolds what an invalid swallows, 
For truth is unwelcome, however divine, 
And unless you adorn it, a nausea follows. 



LINES 

COMPOSED FOR A MEMORIAL OF 

ASHLEY COWPER, ESQ. 

IMMEDIATELY AFTER HIS DEATH, 

BY HIS NEPHKW, WILLIAM OF WESTON. 

[June, 1788.] 

Farewell ! endued with all Uiat could engage 
All hearts to love thee, both in youtli and age ' 
In prime of life, forsprightlinessenroirtj 
Among the gay, yet virtuous as the old : 




ON TH2 qUZEM 'S VISIT TO XONDOH. 7^ 

ife'a last stage — blessings rarely found — 
asant as youth with all its blossoms crown'd ; 
ough every period of thb changeful state 
Jiang'd thyself-^wise, good, affectionate! 

farble may flatter; and lest this should seem 
rcharg'd with praises on so dear a theme, 
dough thy worth be more than half supprcit, 
^e shall be satisfied, and veil the rest. 



ON THE 

QUEEN'S VISIT TO LONDON, 

THE NIGHT OF THE 17th HARCH, 1789. 

When, long sequestered from his throne 
George took his seat again. 

By right of worth, not blood alone, 
Entitled here to reign. 

Jhen Loyalty, with all liis lamps 
New trimm'd, a gallant show ! 

Chasing the darkness, and the damps, 
Set London in a glow. 

Twas hard to tell, of streets or square?^ 
Which foiin'dthe chief display. 




80 Oir THf qUEEB'S VISIT TO LOlTDOir. 

These most resembling clustered stars. 
Those the long milky way. 

Bright shone the roofs, the domes, the spires; 

And rockets iBew, self-driv'n, 
To hang their momentary fires 

Amid the vault of Heav'n. 

So, fire with water to compare. 

The ocean serves, on high 
Up-spouted by a whale in air, 

T* express unwieldy joy. 

Had all the pageants of the world 

In one procession join'd, 
And all the banners been unfurl'd 

That heralds e'er designed, 

For no such sight had England's Queen 

Forsaken her retreat, 
AVhere, George recover'd, made a scene 

Sweet always, doubly sweet. 

Yet glad she came that night to prov^. 

A witness undescri'd, 
How much the object of her love 

Was lov'd by all beside. 

Darkness the skies had mantled o Vr 
J a aid of hev d%skn — * 




OH TBS QITEEN'S TI9IT TO LOVOOIT. 12 

>&ricness, O Queen ! ne'er call'd before 
To veil a deed of thine! 

hi borrow'd wheels away she flies, 

Resolved to be unknown, 
^d gratify no curious eyes 

That night} except her Qwn. 

Lrriv'd, a night like noon she see9i» 

And hears the million hum ; 
Ks all by instinct, like the bees, 

Had known their sovereign come 

?leas'd she beheld aloft pourtray'd 

On many a splendid wall, 
Smblems of health, and heav'nly aid, 

And George the theme of all. 

[Jnlike the enigmatic line. 

So difficult to spell, 
IVhich shook Belshazsar at his wine, 

The uight his city fell. 

Soon, wat'ry grew her eyes and dim. 

But Avith a joyful tear, 
None else, except in pray'r for hii^, 

George ever drew from her. 




ON THE qUEBM's VISIT TO LONDON. 

It was a scene in ev'ry part 
Like those in fable feign'd, 

And seem'd by some magician's art 
Created and sustain'd. 

But other magic there, she knew. 

Had been exerted none, 
To raise such wonders in her view, 

Save love of George alone. 

That cordial thought her spirit cheer'd. 
And through the cumb'rous throng 

Not else unworthy to be fear'd, 
Convey'd her calm along. 

So, ancient poets say, serene 

The sea-msdd rides the waves. 

And fearless of the billowy scene 
Her peaceful bosom laves. 

With more than astronomic eyes 
She view'd the sparkling show ; 

One Georgian star adorns the skie», 
She myriads found below. 

Yet let the glories of a night 
Like that once seen, suffice, 

Heav'n grant us no such future sight, 
Such previous wo the price ! 




THS cocx-rianTBR s garlan». 



COCK-FIGHTER'S GARLAND. 

[May, 1789.] 

Muse — ^Hide his name of whom I sing, 
Lest his surviving house thou bring, 

For his sake, into scorn ; 
Nor speak the School from which he drew 
The much or little that he knew, 

Nor place where he was bom. 

That such a man once was, may seem 
Worthy of record (if the theme 

Perchance may credit win) 
Fj^r proof to man, what man may prove. 
If grace depart, and demons move 

The source of guilt withm. 

This man (for since the howling wild 
Disclauns him, Man he must be stil'd) 

Wanted no good below. 
Gentle he was, if gentle bii-th 
Could make him such, and he had worthy 

If wealth can worth bestow. 

In social talk and ready jest 
He shone superior at the feast. 
And qualities of mind 




14 TB£ COCK'FIGHT£B's OAKLAND. 

Illustrious in the eyes of those 
Whose gay society he chose 

Possessed of every kind. 

Methinks I see him powderM red, 
With bushy locks his well-dress'd head 

Wing'd broad on either side, 
The mossy rose-bud not so sweet ; 
His steeds superb, his carriage neat 

As lux'ry could provide. 

Can such be cruel f — Such can be 
Cruel as hell, and so was he ? 

A tyrant, entertain'd 
With barb*rt>us sports, whose fell deligl 
Was to encourage mortal fight 

Twixt birds to battle train'd. 

One feather'd champion he possess'd. 
His d£(rling far beyond the rest, 

Which never knew disgrace. 
Nor e'er had fought, but he made flofi 
The life-blood of his fiercest foe, 

The Csesar of his race. 

It chanced, at last, when, on a day. 
He pushed him to the desp'rate fray. 
His courage droop'd, he fled. 



^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

^^^^^^r ^^H V 



THE COCK ri6HTBR*S GARLAND. 8^ 

rhe Master storm'd, the prize was lost, 
^d, instant frantic at the cost. 
He doomed his fav'rite dead. 

ie seiz'd him fast, and from the pit 
riew to his kitchen, snatch'd the spit, 

And, bring me cord, he cried — 
rhe cord was brought, and at his word, 
To that dire implement the bird, 

Alive and struggling, tied. 

The horrid sequel asks a veil, 
ind all the terrors of the tale 

That can be, shall be, sunk — 
icd by the sulTrer's screams aright, 
lis shock'd companions view the sight, 

And him widi fury drunk. 

JI, suppliant, beg a milder fate 
'or the old warrior at the grate : 

He, deaf to pity's call, 
Hiirl'd round him rapid as a wheel 
Us culinary club of steel. 

Death menacing on all. 

ut vengeance hung not far remote, 
or while he stretch'd his clam'rous throat. 
And hcav'n and earth defied, 

H 
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Big with a curse too closely pent. 
That struggled vainly for a vent. 
He totter'd, reel'd, and died. 

Tis not for us, with rash surmise, 
To point the judgments of the skies, 

But judgments plain as this, 
That, sent for Man's instruction, bring 
A written label on their wing, 
Tis hard to read amis^ 



BENEFIT RECEIVED BY HIS MAJESTT 
FROM SEA-BATHING. 

IV THB TEAR 1789. 

O Sov'reign of an isle renown'd 

For undisputed sway 
Wherever o'er yon gulph profound 

Her navies wing their way. 

"With juster claim she builds at length 

Her empire on the sea. 
And well may boast the waves her strength 

Which strength restored to llee. 




TRANSLATIONS FROM HORACE. SJL 

HOR. LIB. LODE IX. 

Vidit, ut aitd slet nive eandidum 
'Soractt; 

'xb'st thou yon moantain laden with deep snow, 
'be groves beneath their fleecy burthen bow. 
The streams congeaPd forget to flow» 
Come, thaw the cold, and lay a cheerful pile 

Of fuel on the hearth ; 
Broach the best cask, and make old winter smilt 
With seasonable mirth. 

This be oar part — ^let Heaven dispose the rest; 

If Jove command, the winds shall sleep, 
•Hiat now wage war upon the foamy deep, 

And gentle gales spring from the balmy West, 

E'en let us shift to-morrow as we may. 

When to-morrow's past away, 

We at least shall have to say. 

We have liv'd another day; 
Tour auburn locks will soon be silver'd o'er, 
Old age IB at our heeN, and youth returns no more. 




9S TKA.9SLATI0N9 FROM HORACE> 

HOR. LIB. I. ODE Sd. 
Persicos ocK, puer, apparatus ; 

Boy, I hate their empty shows, 
Persian garlands I detest, 

Bring not me the late-blown rose^ 
Lingering after all the rest *. 

Plainer myrtle pleases me, 
Thus out-stretch'd beneath my vin 

Myrtle more becoming thee. 
Waiting with thy master's wine. 



Engliih Sapphics have been aitempted, I 
Utile success^ became in owr language we haxi 
tarn nUes by which to determine the quanJtit 
follotoing version was made merely in the wa 
periment how far it might be possible to imitate 
Sapphic in Englishy toiihout any attention to 
cumstance. 



HOR. B. I. ODE 38. 

Bot! I detest all Persian fopperies, 
Fillet-bound garlands are to me disa;ustin| 
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Ttsk not thyself with any search, I charge thee, 

Where latest roses linger, 
Bring me alone (for thou wilt find that readily) 
Plain myrtle. Myrtle neither will disparage 
Thee occupied to serve me, or me drinking 

Beneath my vine's cool shelter. 



HOR. LIB. n. ODE 16. , 

Otium Divos rogat inpatenti. 

Ease is the weary merchant's pray'r. 
Who plows by night the .£gean floods 

"iVhen neither moon nor stars appear. 
Or faintly glimmer through the cloud. 

For ease the Mede with quiver graced^ 
For ease the Thracian hero sighs, 

Delightful ease all pant to taste, 
A blessing which no treasure buys* 

For neither gold can lull to rest. 
Nor all a Consul's guard beat off, 

The tumults of a troubled breast, 
Ti«e cares that haunt a gilded roof. 

Happy the man, whose table shows 
A Jfew rlemi ounces of old pV«^Pi\ 
n2 
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No few intrudfeH on liis rf^posR^ 
Na Bordiil wuslies lo lie gi^at. 

Poor flliort-iiv^d thmga, wlmt plans we 
Alit why forsake our nativt^ home! 

To distant climatea s|>crd auay: 
F()r self sticks clo^e whi^rt'er we n 



Cnre foJlows ha^l ; and sf>on overtake 
The well rigg'tt ship> the warlike st 

Her destinM quarry ne*er forsakesj 
Not the wind flies with half her f^pe 

From anJtious fe&rs f^f fiitiire 'ill 
Qusrd well the cheerful, happy No 

Gild ev*n yoivr aorrow* with a &mjle, 
No blessing I? immi^^'d helow. 

TUy neigh inff slee Js and lowing herd 
Thy numerous flocka around thee i 

And the beat purple T3rre affords 
Thy rohe magnificent display p* 

On me indulgent Heav'u bestow'd 
A rut^l mansion, neat and !?mall; 

This Lyre; — and tw for yond^^r crow 
The happiness to hntrt llipm nir 




S TO THE MEMORT OF Dll. LLOTO« 91 

10 apology for the introduction of thefol- 
tliough I hate never learned who %prot6 
ilegance will sufficiently recommend them 
classical taste and erudition, and IsIiaU be 
English version that they have redticed 
found not to dishonour them. Affection 
ry of the worthy man whom they celebrate, 
zd me to this endeavour. 

W. COW PEE 



VERSES 



MEMORY OF DR. LLOYD, 

DE WESTMINSTER ELECTION NEXT IFTEK 
HIS DECEASE. 

!nex ! periit senex amabills ! 
3 non fuit jucundior. 
vos, aetas quibus maturior 
lem colendiim praestitit, 
Lodo, viribus valentioribuF 
moque fretus pectore, 
iori vos juventuto cxcoleus 
r4 fovebat patri^, 




92 TBWES TO pTHC UBBCORT OF DR. 

Seu quando fractus, jamque dona 

Vultu sed usque blandulo, 
Miscere gaudebat suas facetia» 

His annuis leporibus. 
Vixit probus, purique simplex inc 

Blandisque comis moribus, 
^t dives 8squ& mente— charus on 

Unius * auctus munere. 
ite tituli ! meritis beatioribus 

Aptate laudes debitas ! 
Nee invidebat ille, si quibus favei 

Fortuna plus arriserat 
Placide senex ! levi quiescas cesp 

Etsi superbum nee vivo tibl 
Dccus sit inditum, nee mortuo 

Lapis notatus nomine. 



THE SAIVIE IN ENGLIS 

Our good old friend is gone, gone t 
Whose social converse was, itself, a 
O ye of riper age, who recollect 
How once ye loved, and eyed him ^ 
Both in the finnness of his better da 
While yet he ruled you with a fathe 

• He vas asher and under-master of W^stp 
ymurSf aod retired from his occupH\^nwheTv\),%-^ 
wUU ii iuuidloiae ptasion frosx ^Vi« Km^. 




LINES TO MRS. TBROCKMORTOy. ^ 

when, impaired by time, and glad to rest, 
still with looks in mild complacence drest, 
:ook his annual seat, and mingled here . 
sprightly vein with yours — now drop a tear, 
lorab blameless as in manners meek, 
mew no wish that he might blush to i^eak, 
happy in whatever state below, 
richer than the rich in being so, 
In'd the hearts of all, and such a meed 
ingth from One, * as made him rich indeed. 
ce, then, yc titles, hence, not wanted here, 
^rnish merit in a brighter sphere, 
brows of those whose more exalted lot 
;ould congratulate, but envied not. 
ght lie the turf, good Senior I on thy breast.. 
, tranquil as thy mind was, be thy rest ! 
living, thou hadst more desert than fame, 
not a stone, now, chronicles thy name. 



TO MRS. THROCKiMORTON, 

ON 
: BXAUTIFUL TRANSCRIPT OF HORACE'S ODE. 

JD UBRUM SUUM. 
[February, 1790.] 

ARIA, could Horace have guess'd \ 

What honour awaited his ode. 



i 



• Sw the note in the Lalia copy. 




.94 INSCRIPTION. 

To his own little volume addressed, 
The honour which you have bestow'fl^ 

Who have traced it in characters here 
So elegant, even and neat, 

He had laugh'd at the critical sneer 
Which he seems to have trembled to meet. 

And sneer if you please he had said, 

A nymph shall hereafter arise, 
Who shall give me, when you are all deait^ 

The glory your malice denioi. 
Shall dignity give to my lay, 

Although but a mere bagatelle ; 
And even a poet shall say, 

Nothing; ever was written so welT; 



INSCRIPTION 

Fi^ a Stone ereettd at the Soynng of a Grott of Oi 
at Chillingten, the Seat of T, Giffard, E$q, 
1790. 

[June, 1799.] 

OrnsR stones the era tell. 
When some feeble mortal fell ; 
I stand here to date the bijrtli 
Of these hardy sons of Earth. 
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Which shall longest brave the sky, 
Storm and frost — these oaks or I ? 
Tass an age or two away, 
1 must moulder and decay, 
But the years that crumble me 
Shall invigorate the tree, 
Spread its branch, dilate its size, 
Lift its summit to the skies. 

Cherish honour, virtue, truth. 
So slialt thou prolong thy youth. 
Wanting these, however fast 
Man be fixt, and form'd to last. 
He is lifeless even now, 
Stone at heart, and cannot grow. 



ANOTHER, 

w a Slone erected on a similar occasion at the stttnt 
place in the following year. 

[June, 1790.] 

Keadcr! Behold a monument 
Tliat asks no sigh or tear, 

Though it perpetuate the event 
Of a grc^at burial here. 




HYMN 

FOR THE USE OF THB 

SUNDAY SCHOOL AT OLNEl 

[July, 1790.] 

Hear, Lord, the song of prsdse and p 
In heaven thy dwelling-place, 

From infants made the public care, 
And taught to seek thy face ! 

Thanks for thy Word and for thy Da 
And grant us, we implore. 

Never to waste in sinful play 
Thy holy Sabbaths more. 

Thanks that we hear — ^but oh impart 

To each desires sincere, 
That we may listen with our heart, 

And learn as well as hear. 

For if vain thoughts the minds enga| 

Of elder far than we, 
What hope that at our heedless age 

Our minds should e'er be free ? 

Much hope, if thou our spirits iakt 
Under thy gracious sway, 

'Who canst the wisest wiser make, 
\ud Babes as wise aa tiiey. 
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'isdoDi and bliss thy word bestows, 
A sun that iie^er declines ; 
nd be thy mercies show'r'd on those 
Who placed us where it shines* 



STANZAS 

late ivdcctnt Liberties taken uith the Hemuuis 
of the great Milton — A7ino 1790. 

livgust, 1790.] 

Me too, perchance, in future days, 
" The sculptor'd stone shall show, 
With Paphian myrtle or with bays 
" Parnassian on my brow. 

But I, or ere that season come, 
" Escaped from every care. 
Shall reach my refuge in the tomb, 
" And sleep securely there."t 

) sang, in Roman tone and style, 
The youtiiful bard, ere long 

hytfie Editor. This Hymn was written at the request 
ev. James Uoan, thru \ icar ot Olucy, to be .sung by the 
of tlic Sunday Schools cf that town, aft«r a Charity 
preaclud at Uie Pitrish Church for tlicir bcntlit, on 
July 31, 17J0. 

irsitaii et uosn os ducat de marmore vultus 
•ctciiH uut Tapliia niyrti aut larnassidc Iauu 
onUc coina?.,.^U fjjo 5ccura pace quicscaTO. 

jMiUoninMansOv 
I 




100 ANECDOTE OF HOMCJt. 

As bird of borrow'd feather, 
And thanks, to One, above them all, 
The gentle Fair of Pertenhall, 

Who put the whole together. 



lOdober, 1790.] 

* Certain potters, while they were busied in i 
their ware, teeing Homer at a small distance, an 
ing heard much said of his wisdom, called to hh 
promised him a present of their commodity, andt 
other things as they could afford, if he would . 
them, when he sang as follows : 

Pat me my price, Potters ! and I will smg, 

Attend, O Pallas ! and with lifted arm 

Protect their oven ; let the cups and all 

The sacred vessels blacken well, and baked 

With good success, yield them both fair renow 

And profit, whether in the market sold, 

Or street, and let no strife ensue between us. 

But, oh, ye Potters ! if with shameless front 

Ye falsify your promise, then I leave 

No mischief uninvok'd t' avenge the wrong. 

Come Syntrips, Smaragus, Sabactes come. 

And Asbetus, nor let your direst dread 

• Note by th* Editor. No Title b prefixed to this piece 
appears tobea tranitlatioDof oncof the Fi>ri7fauuura of 1 
called 'O KajAiwr, or The Furnace. 1 he prefatory li 
Jhrom the Greek of Ilprodotus, or whoever was the Ai 
the Life ef Hobmt, ascribed to huxv. 



\ 



llfiJfOSY OF JOHN THORNTON, BS^. lOS 

Omodamiis, delay ! Fire seize your house, 

IHay neither house nor vestibule escape, 

Vlay ye lament to see coofusion mar 

^nd muigle the whole labour of your hands, 

%nd may a sound fill all your oven, such 

\s of a horse grinding his provender, 

^hile all your pots and 0agons bounce withiik 

y)me hither also, daughter of the sun, 

!)irce the Sorceress, and with thy drugs 

^oison themselves, and all that they have made * 

!ome also Chiron, with- thy numerous troop 

f Centaurs, as well those who died beneath 

he club of Hercules, as who escaped, 

nd stamp their crockery to dust ; down fall 

heir chimney ; let them see it with their eyes, 

nd howl to see tlie ruin of their art, 

'hile I rejoice ; and if a potter stoop 

o peep into his furnace, may the fire 

lash in bis face and scorch it, that all mep 

b«prvc, thenceforth, equity aud good faith. 

JN MEMORY 

of THE LATE 

JOHN THORNTON, ESQ. 

[Xorember, 1790.] 

3ETS attempt the noblest task they can, 
railing tht^ Author of all good ki mtu, 

12 




1(1^ MEMORY OF JOHN THORNTON, ES^ 

And, next, commemorating. Worthies lost, 
The Dead in whom that good abounded most. 

Thee, therefore, of commercial fame, but mow 
Famed for thy probity from shore to shore, 
T-ee, Thornton ! worthy in some page to shine. 
As honest, and more eloquent than mine, 
I mourn ; or, since tlirrce happy thou must be» 
Tlie world, no longer thy abode, not thee. 
Thee to deplore,- were grief mispent indeed ; 
It were to weep that goodness has its meed. 
That there is bliss prepared in yonder sky, 
And glory for the virtuous, when they die. 

What pleasure can the miser's fondled^hoard, 
Or spendthrift's prodigal excess afford. 
Sweet as the privilege of healing wo 
By virtue suffered combatting below ? 
That privilege was thine ; Heav'n gave thee mesB 
T' illumine with delight the saddest scenes. 
Till thy appearance chased the gloom, forlorn 
As midnight, and despairing of a mom. 
Thou hadst an industry in d<nng good, 
Restless as his who toils and sweats for food > 
Av'rice, in thee, was the desire of wealth 
By rust unperishable or by stealth. 
And if the genuine worth of gold depend 
On application to its noblest end, 
Tiiine had a value in the scales of Heav'n; 
Snrpassing all that mine w mkit had giv'n. 




THE FOUR AGBS. 1 05 

Aad, though God made thee of a nature prone 

To distribution boundless of thy own, 

And still by motives of religious force 

ImpeU'd thee more to that heroic course, 

Tet was thy liberality discreet, 

Hlce fai its choice, and of a temper'd heat ; 

And though in act unwearied, secret still. 

As In 9ome solitude the summer rill 

Refr^hes, where it winds, the faded green, 

And cheers the drooping flowers, unheard, unseen ^ 

Such was thy Charity ; no sudden start, 
After long sleep of passion in the heart, 
But steadfast principle, and, in its kind, 
Of close relation to th' eternal mind, 
Tlraced easily to its true source above, 
To Him, whose works bespeak his nature. Love. 

Thy bounties all were Christian, and I make 
This record of thee for the Gospel's sake ; 
That the incredulous themselves may see 
lb use and pow*r exemplified in thee. 



THE FOUR AGES, 

(^ bneffragmeiU of an extensive projected Poem.) 

[May, 1791.] 

" I oouLD be well content, allow'd the use 
'* Of past experience, and the wisdom gleaird 
" From worn-out follies, now acknowled^'dsucVu 




1(H THE FOUR AGE SL^ 

" To recommence life's trial, in the hope 
" Of fewer errors, on a second proof !" 

Thus, while gray evening lull'd the wind, and c 
Fresh odours from the shrubb*ry at my side, 
Taking my lonely winding walk, I mus'd. 
And held accustomed conference ¥ith my heart 
When, from within it, thus a voice replied. 
" Couldst thou in truth f and art thou taught at le 
" This wisdom, and but this, from all the past ? 
" Is not the pardon of thy long arrear, 
" Time wasted, violated laws, abuse 
' ' Of talents, judgments, mercies, better far 
" Than opportunity vouchsaf 'd to err 
" With less excuse, and haply, worse effect ?'* 

I heard, and acquiesc'd ; then to and fro 
Oft pacing, as the mariner his deck. 
My grav'Uy bounds, from self to human kind 
I passed, and next considered ^whatis Man ^ 

Knows he his origin ? can he ascend 
By reminiscence to his earliest date ? 
Slept he in Adam ? and in those from him 
Through numerous generations, till he found 
At length his destined moment to be bom ? 
Or was he not, till fashion'd in the womb ? 
Deep myst'ries both ! which schoolmen nntefrl 

toil'd 
To unriddle, and hava W/ttbe^m mysteries stIDx 
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It is an evil incident to man, 
And of the worst, that unexplored he leaves 
troths useful and attainable with ease, 
To search forbidden deeps, where myst'ry lies 
Not to be solv'd, and useless, if it might. 
Myat'ries are food for angels; they digest 
With ease, and fi^d them nutriment; but man, 
While yet he dwells below, must stoop to glean 
His manna from the ground, or starve, and die. 



JUDGMENT OF THE POETS. 

[May, 1791.] 

Two nymphs, both nearly of an age. 
Of num'rotis charms possess'd, 

A warm dispute once chanced to wage. 
Whose temper wa3 the best. 

The worth of each had been complete, 
Had both alike been mild : 

But one, although her smile was sweet» 
Frown'd oft'ner than she smiled. 

And in her humour, when she frown'd 
Would raise her voice and roar, 

And shake with fury to the ground 
The gaiiand that she wore 




Sd6 JVDAHXNt OF TEE tOlXj^. 

The other was of gentler cast. 
From all such frenzy clear, 

Her frowns were seldom known to last. 
And never proved severe. 

To poets of renown in song 

The njrmphs referred the cause, 

Who, strange to tell, all judged it wrong, 
And gave misplaced applause. 

They gentle call'd, and kind and soft, 
The flippant and the scold, 

And though she changed her mood so oft, 
That failing left untold. 

No judges, sure, were e'er so mad. 

Or so resolv'd to err — 
In short, the charms her sister had 

They lavished all on her. 

Then thus the God whom fondly they 

Their great Inspirer call, 
Was heard, one genial summer's day. 

To reprimand them all : 

** Since thus ye have combined," he sajd* 
" My fav'rite nymph to slight;^ 

" Adorning May, that peevish maid, 
'* With June's undoubted right^ 
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TRANSLATIONS 

OF 

THE LATIN POEMS, 
ELEGIES. 



ELEGY I. 
TO CHARLES DEODATL 

igth, my friend, the far sent letters come, 
;ed with thy kindness, to their destin'd home ; 
come, at length, from Deva's Western side, 
e prone she seeks the salt Vergivian tide, 
me, my joy is gi*eat that thou shouldst be, 
jh born of foreign race, yet bom for me, 
hat my sprightly friend, now free to roam, 
seek again so soon his wonted home, 
content, where Thames with refluent tide 
itive city laves, meantime reside, 
eal nor duty, now, my steps impel! 
jdy Cam, and my forbidden cell, 
ught of pleasure in those fields have I, 
to tfaemu£>iii^^ bard, all shade deny. 
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Tistime, that I, a pedant's threats disdain, 
And fly from wrongs my soul will ne'er sustain. 
If peaceful days, in letter'd leisure spent. 
Beneath my father's roof, be banishment. 
Then call me banish'd, I will ne'er refuse 
A name expressive of the lot I choose. 
I would, that, exiled to the Pontic shore, 
Rome's hapless bard had suifer'd notliing more. 
He then had equall'd even Homer's lays, 
And Virgil ! thou hadst won but second praise : 
For here I woo the muse ; with no control, 
And here my books — my life — absorb me whole. 
Here too I visit, or to smile, or weep. 
The winding theatre's majestic sweep ; 
The grave or gay colloquial scene recraiis 
My ^irits, spent in learning's long pursuits; 
Whether some senior shrewd, or spendthrift heir. 
Suitor, or soldier, now unarm'd, be there, 
Or some coif d brooder o'er a ten years' cause* 
Thunder the Norman gibb'rish of the laws. 
The lacquey, there, oft dupes the wary sire. 
And, artful, speeds th' enamour'd son's desire. 
There, vurgins oft, unconscious what they prove. 
What love is, know not, yet unknowing, love. 
Or, if impassion'd Tragedy wield high 
The bloody sceptre, give her locks to fly 
Wild as the winds, and roll her haggard eye, 
I gaze, and grieve, still cherishing my grief. 
At times, e'en bitter tears! yield sweet relief. 
As when from bliss unlasted lorn ilv;«l7. 
Some youth dies, hapless, on\ivs\itVi«^ dwj» 
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sn the ghost, sent back from shades below, 

.e assassin's heart with vengeful wo, 

Troy, or Argos, the dire scene affords^ 

ion's hall laments its guilty lords. 

ivays city-pent, or pent at home, 

I ; but, when spring calls me forth to roam, 

ate in our proud suburban shades 

nching elm, that never sun pervades. 

lany a virgin troop I may descry, 

ars of mildest influence, gliding by. 

ms divine ! Oh looks that might inspire 

ove himself, grown old, with young desire ! 

ve I gazed on gem-surpassing eyes, 

arkling every star that gilds the skies. 

whiter than the ivory arm bestowed 

7e on Pelops, or the milky road ! 

locks, Love's golden snare ! these falling low, 

playing wanton o'er the graceful brow! 

s too, more winning sweet than after show'r 

3 tum'd to Flora's fav'rite flower! 

heroines, yield, and ye who shar'd th' embrace 

3iter in ancient times, give place ! 

ilace, ye turbann'd fair of Persia's coast! 

e, not less renown'd, Assyria's boast! 

t, ye nymphs of Greece ! ye, once the bloom 

m ! and all ye, of haughty Rome, 

wept, of old, her theatres with trains 

dant, and still live in classic strains ! 

itish damsels, beauty's palm \s d\]L&^ 

/ to follow them is fame fetyo^. 

L % 
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Oh, city, founded by Dardanian hands, 

Whose towering front the circling realm eommandti. 

Too blest abode ! no loveliness we se» 

In all the earth, but it abounds in thee. 

The. virgin multitude that daily meets,. 

Radiant with gold and beauty, in thy streets^ 

Out-numbers all lier train of starry fires. 

With which IMana gilds thy lofty spires. 

Fame says, that wafted hither by her doves^ 

With all her host of quiver-bearing loves, 

Venus, preferring Paphian scenes no more,. 

Has fix'd her empire on thy nobler shore. 

But lest the sightless boy inforce my stay, 

I leave these happy walls, while yet I may: 

Immortal Moly shall secure my heart 

From all the sorc'ry of Circaean art. 

And I will e'en repass Cam's reedy pools 

To face once more the warfare of the schools. 

Meantime accept this trifle ! rhimes though few; 

¥et such as prove thy friend's remembrance true!- 
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ELEGY n, 

ONTHS 

;ATH of the UNIVERSiTY BEADLE AT 
CAMBMDGE. 

Composed hy MlUm in the nth year of hit age, 

EE, whose refulgent staff, and summons clear, 

ilinerva's flock long time was want t' obey, 

bough thyself an herald, famous here, 

The last of heralds, Death, has snatch'd away. 

calls on all alike, nor even deigns 

spare the office, that himself sustains. 

r locks were whiter than the plumes displayed 
»y Leda's paramour in ancient time, 
thou wast worthy ne'er to have decayed, 
^r ^son-like, to know a second prime, 
rthy, for whom some goddess shall have won 
V life, oft kneeling to Apollo's son. 

nmission^d to convene, with hasty call, 

lie gowned tribes, how graceful wouldst thoit 

stand! 
stood Cyllenius erst In Priam's hall, 
Ving-footed messenger of Jove's command! 
1 so Eurybates, when he address'd 
Peleus'soa, Atrides* proud behest. 
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Dread queen of sepulchres! whose rig'rooslaws 
And watchful eyes, ran through the realms below» 

Oh oft too adverse to Minerva*s cause ! 
Too often to the muse not less a foe ! 

Choose meaner marks, and with more equal aim 

Pierce useless drones, earth's burthen, audits shame ! 

Flow, therefore, tears for him, from ev'ry eye, 
All ye disciples of the muses, weep ! 

Assembling, all, in rob«s of sable dye. 
Around his bier, lament his endless sleep ! 

And let complaining elegy rehearse, 

In every school, her sweetest, saddest verse. 



ELECT ni. 

ON 

THE DEATH 



OF THE 

BISHOP OF WINCHESTER. 

Composed in the Author's llth year. 

Silent I sat, dejected, and alone. 

Making, in thought, the public woes my own, 

When, first, arose tlie image in my breast 

Of England's suffenngby \h«X ^coxn^^s^^the Pcstf 
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How death, his fun*ral torch and scythe in hand, 
Entering the lordliest mansions of the land, 
Has laid the gem-illumiu'd palace low, 
And levelled tribes of nobles at a blow. 
I, next, deplored the fam'd paternal pair. 
Too soon to ashes turned, and empty air ! 
The heroes next, whom snatch'd into the skies, 
All Belgia saw, and followed with her sighs. 
But thee far most 1 mourn'd, regretted most, 
Winton*s chief shepherd, and her worthiest boast! 
Pour*d out in tears I thus complaining said ; 
" Death, next in pow'r to him, who rules the dead! 
Is't not enough that all the woodlands yield 
To thy fell force, and ev'ry verdant field. 
That lilies, at one noisome blast of thin/e, 
And e*en the Cyprian queen's own roses pine,. 
That oaks themselves, although the running rill 
Suckle their roots, must wither at thy will. 
That all the winged nations, even those. 
Whose heav*n directed flight the future shows. 
And all the beasts, that in dark forests stray. 
And all the herds of Proteus are thy prey. 
Ah envious ! arm'd with powers so unconfin'd ! 
Why stain thy hands with blood of human kindf 
Why take delight, with darts, that never roam. 
To chase a heav*n-bom spurit from her home ?*• 

While thus I moum*d the star of evening stood, 
Now newly ris'n above the western flood, 
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And Phcebus, from his morning-goal, again 
Had reach'd the gulfs of the Iberian main. 
I wish'd repose, and, on my couch reclin'd, 
Took early rest, to night and sleep resigned : 
When — Oh for words to paint what I beheld! 
I seem'd to wander in a spacious field. 
Where all the champaign glow'd with purple ligl 
Like that of sun-rise on the mountain height; 
Flow'rs over all the field, of ev*ry hue 
That ever Iris wore, luxuriant grew. 
Nor Chloris, with whom am'rous Zephyrs play, 
E'er dress'd Alcinous' garden half so gay. 
A silver current, like the Tagus, roU'd 
O'er golden sands, but sands of purer gold. 
With dewy airs Favonius fanned the flow'rs. 
With airs awaken'd under rosy bow'rs. 
Such, poets feign, irradiated all o'er 
The sun's abode on India's utmost shore. 

While I, that splendour, and the mingled shad< 
Of fruitful vines, with wonder fixt survey'd, 
At once, with looks, that beam'd celestial grace, 
The seer of Winton stood before my face. 
His snowy vestui*e's hem descending low 
His golden sandals swept, and pure as snow 
New-fallen shone the mitre on his brow. 
Where'er he trod, a tremulous sweet sound 
Of gladness shook the flow'iy scene around : 
Attendant angels clap their starry wings. 
The tnunpet shakes the sky , aV\ «\VitT tVxv^ \ 
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£ach chaunts his welcome, folds him to his breast, 
And thus a sweeter voice than all the rest: 
^* Ascend, my son ! thy father's kingdom share ! 
Mj son ! henceforth be freed from ev'ry care !" 

So spake the voice, and at its tender close 
With psaltry's sound th* angelic band arose. 
Xheu night retired, and chas'd by daAvning day 
The visionary bliss pass'd all away, 
r moum'd my banish'd sleep, with fond concern ; 
Frequent to me may dreams like this return. 



ELEGY IV. 

TO HIS TUTOR, 

THOMAS YOUNG, 

CHAPLJiIll TO THE ETCGLISH FACTORY AT HAMBURG. 

Written in the Author's IStk year. 

9kkce my epbtle— skim the deep — fly o*er 
Pon smooth expanse to the Teutonic shore ! 
Haste — ^lest a friend should grieve for thy delay — 
Ind the Gods grant, that nothing thwart thy way ! 
[ will m3r5elf invoke the king, who binds, 
[n hb Sicanian echoing vault, the winds, 
iVith Doris and her nymphs, and all the throng 
)f azure gods, to speed thee safe alou^% 
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But rather, to insure thy happier haste, 
Ascend Medea's chariot, if thou may'st ; 
Or that, whence young Triptolemus of yore 
Descended, welcome on the Scythian shore. 

The sands, that line the German coasts descried 
To opulent Hamburga turn aside ! 
So called, if legendary fame be true, 
From Hama, whom a club-arm*d Cimbrian ale^ 
There lives, deep-Ieam'd and primitively just, 
A faithful steward of his christian trust, 
My friend, and favourite inmate of my heart. 
That now is forced to want its better part ! 
What mountains now, and seas, alas ! bow wid< 
From me this other, dearer self divide ; 
Dear as the sage renowned for moral truth 
To the prime spirit of the attic youth I 
Dear as the Stagyrite to Ammon's son, 
His pupil, who disdain'd the world he won ! 
Nor so did Chiron, or so Phoenix shine 
In young Achilles' eyes, as he in mine. 
First led by him thro' sweet Aonian shade, 
Each sacred haunt of Pindus I surveyed ; 
And favour'd by the muse whom I implor'd, 
Thrice on my lip the hallow'd stream I pour*d. 
But thrice the sun's resplendent chariot rott'd 
To Aries, has new ting'd his fleece with gold. 
And Chloris t^^'ice has dress'd the meadows gay 
And twice has summer parch'd their bloom awi 
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lut delighted on his looks I hung, 
ear drank the music of his tongue : 
lerefore, and surpass the tempest's speed; 
thyself, that there is urgent need I 
mtering, thou shalt happly seated see 
his spouse, his infants on liis knee, 
ling, page by page, with studious look, 
Mky father, or God's holy book, 
list'ring (which is his weightiest care) 
fist's assembled flock their heavenly faie. 
im, whatever his employment be, 
;ratulation, as he claims from me ! 
rith a down-cast eye, and carriage meek, 
sing him, forget not thus to speak ! 

[jompass'd round with arms, thou canst attend 
se, verse greets thee from a distant friend, 
lue, and late, I left the English shore ; 
ke me welcome for that cause the more ! 
•om Ulysses, his chaste wife to cheer, 
)w epistle came, though late, sincere, 
lerefore this ? why palliate I the deed 
iiich the culprit's self could hardly plead ? 
arged, and self-condemn'd, his proper part 
Is neglected, with an aching heart ; 
m forgive — delinquents, who confess, 
ay forgiveness, merit anger less ; 
imid foes the lion turns away, 
wns upon or rends a crouching prey; 
M 



Even pike-wielding Thracians learn to iq^, 
Won by soft Influence of a suppliant prayer; 
And heav*ni dread thunderbolt arrested stands 
By a cheap victim, and uptifted hands. 
Long had he wish'd to write, but was witiibdd. 
And writes at last, by love alone eompell'd, 
For fame, too often true, when she alarms, 
Reports thy neighbouring-fields a scene of amu; 
Thy city against fierce besiegers barr'd, 
And all the Saion chiefs for fight prepared. 
Enyo wastes thy country wide around, 
And saturates with blood the tainted groond ; 
Mars rests contented in his Thrace no more, 
But goads his steeds to fields of C^erman gore. 
The ever verdant olive fades and dies, 
And peace, the trumpet-hating goddess, flies. 
Flies from that earth which justice long had leit 
And leaves the world of its last guard bereft 

Thus horror girds thee round. Meantime alott 
Thou dwell*st, and helpless in a soil unknown ; 
Poor, and receiving from a foreign hand 
The aid denied thee in thy native land. 
Oh, ruthless countiy, and unfeeling more 
Than thy own billow-beaten challqr shore ! 
Leav'st thou to foreign care the worthies, g^wi 
By providence to guide thy steps to Heav'n ? 
His ministers, commissioned to proclaim 
Eternal blessings in a Saviour's name I 
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len most worthy, with a soul unfed, 
ygian night to lie for ever dead, 
nee the venerable Tishbite stray'd 
liPd fugitive from shade to shade, 
Q, flying Ahab, and hb fury wife, 
Dg Arabian wilds, he sheltered life ; 
rom Philippi, wandered forth forlorn 
ian Paul, with sounding scourges torn ; 
Christ himself so left, and trod no more, 
thankless Gergesenes' forbidden shore. 

t thou take courage ! strive i^nst despair ! 
e not with dread, nor nourish anxious care ! 
war indeed on ev*ry side appears, 
thou art menac'd by a thousand spean ; 
lone shall drink thy blood, or shall offend 
the defenceless bosom of my friend.. 
hee the ^Slgis of thy God shall hide, 
Fah'i self shall combat on thy side, 
lame, who vanquished, under Sion's tow'jrs 
ent midnight, all Assyria's pow'rs, 
jame who overthrew in ages past, 
iscus' sons that laid Samaria waste ! 
- king he fiU'd and them with fatal fean 
limic sounds of clarions in their ears, 
K>fs, and wheels, and neighings from afar, 
ftshing armour, and the din of war. 
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Thou, therefore, (as the most afflicted maj) 
Still hope, and triumph o'er the evil day ! 
Look forth, eipecting happier times to come;^ 
And to enjoy, once more, thy native home \ 



ELEGY V. 

ON THE 

APPROACH OF SPRING. 

fFritten in the Avihor't 20(A year. 

Time, never wand'ring from his annual round, 
Bids Zephyr breathe the spring, and thaw the grou 
Bleak winter flies, new verdure clothes the plauD 
And earth assumes her transient youth again. 
Dream I, or also to the spring belong 
Increase of genius, and new pow'rs of song ? 
Spring gives them, and how strange soe*er it see 
Impels me now to some harmonious themes. 
Castalia's fountain and the forked hill 
By day, by night, my raptur'd fancy fill ; 
My bosom bums and heaves, I hear within 
A sacred sound, that prompts me to begin. 
Lo ! Phcebus comes, with his bright hair he blen 
The radiant laurel wreath ; Phcebus descends; 
I mount, and, undepressed by cumb'rous clay, 
Tbrov^h cloudy region* vim my *»^ way ; 
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Ki^ throng poetic shadowy haunts I fly: 

The shrines all open to my dauntless eye» 

My spirit searches all the realms of light, 

And no Tartarean gulfs elude my sight. 

Bat this ecstatic trance — ^this glorious storm 

Of inspiration — ^what will it peribrm ? 

Spring claims the verse, that with his influence ^ows, 

And shall be paid with wliat himself bestows. 

Thou, veil'd with op'ning foliage, lead'st the throng 
Of feather'd minstrels, Philomel ! in song; 
Let us, in concert, to the season jring, 
Civic, and sylvan heralds of the spring! 

With notes triumphant, spting^a approach declare ! 
To spring, ye Muses, annual tribute bear! 
The Orient left, and Ethiopia's plains, 
The sun now northward turns his golden reini ; 
IVight creeps not now ; yet rales witii gentle swsy; 
And drives her dusky horrors swift away; 
Now less fatigued, on this sethereal {daia 
Bootes follows hb celestial wain ; 
And now the radiant centinels above, 
Less numerous, vratch around the courts of Jove. 
For, with the night, force, ambush, slau^ter fly. 
And no gigantic guilt alarms the sky. 
Now haply says some'shepherd, while he views^ 
ftecurabent on a rock, the redd'ai&^^i«v 
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This nig^t, this surely, Phoebus miss'd the ffldr, 
Who stops his chariot by her amorous care. 
Cynthia, delighted by the morning's glow, 
Speeds to the woodland, and resumes her bow; 
Resigns her beams, and glad to disappear. 
Blesses his aid, who shortens her career. 
Come — ^Phoebus cries — Aurora come — ^too late 
Thou linger'st, slumb'ring with thy wither'd mate! 
Leave him, and to Hymettus's top repair ! 
Thy darling Cephalus expects thee there. 
The goddess, with a blush, her love betrays. 
But mounts, and driving rapidly, obeys. 
Earth now desires thee, Phoebus ! and t' engage 
Thy warm embrace, casts off the guise of age ; 
Desires thee, and deserves ; for who so sweet. 
When her rich bosom courts thy genial heat ' 
Her breath imparts to ev'ry breeze that blowsv 
Arabia's harvest, and the Paphian rose. 
Her lofty front she diadems around 
• With sacred pines, like Ops on Ida crown'd ; 
Her dewy locks, with various flow'rs new-blowv, 
She interweaves, various, and all her own. 
For Proserpine, in such a wreath attired, 
Tsenarian Dis himself with love inspired. 
Fear not, lest, cold and coy, the nymph refuse! 
Herself, with all her sighing Zephyrs, sues ; 
Each courts thee, fanning soft his scented wing. 
And aU her groves with warbled wishes ring. 
Now, unendowed and md\e,en\.> «&\C\t«% 
Tk9 aio'raui Earth to «ii{;a|S^\)b:y ytwoi ^«ntt»* 
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Bat, rich in balmy drugs, assist thy claim. 
Divine Physician ! to that glorious name. 
If splendid recompense, if gifts can move 
Desire in thee, (gifts often purchase love,) 
She offers all the wealth her mountains hide. 
And all that rests beneath the boundless tide. 
How oft, when headlong from the heav'nly steep. 
She sees thee playing in the western deep. 
How oft she cries — " Ah Phcebus! why repair 
Thy wasted force, why seek refreshment there ? 
Can Tethys win thee f wherefore shouldst thou lav» 
A face so fair in her unpleasant wave ? 
Come, seek my green retreats, and rather choose 
To cool thy tresses in my chrystal dews, 
The grassy turf shall yield thee sweeter rest ; 
Come, lay thy evening glories on my breast, 
And breathing fresh, through many a humid rose, 
Soft whispering airs shall lull thee to repose ! 
No fears I feel like Semele to die. 
Nor let thy burning wheels approach too nigh, 
For thou csm'st govern them, here therefore rest. 
And lay thy evening glories on my breast !" 

Thus breathe* the wanton earth her am'rous flame. 
And all her countless offspring feel the same; 
For Cupid now through every region strays, 
Bri^t*ning his faded fires with solar rays, 
Rb new strung bow sends forth a deadlier souivd^ 
And his new pointed shafts more dee^pVy 'WWMad.^ 

Nor Dianas self escapes him now uxxtiVd* 

Ifprereo Vesta at her altar-ude '^ 
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His mother too repdrs her beauty's wane. 
And seems sprung newly from the deep agaia. 
Exulting youths the Hymeneal sing, 
With Hymen's name roofs, rocks, and vallitSi lisgr 
He, new-attired, and by the season drest. 
Proceeds, all fragrant, in his saffron vest 
Now, many a golden-cinctur'd virgin rovet 
To taste the pleasures of the fields and groves 
All wish, and each alike, some fav'rite youth 
Hers, in the bonds of Hjrmeneal truth. 
Now pipes the shepherd through his reeds agafat. 
Nor Phillis wants a song, that suits the strain. 
With songs the seaman hails the stany sphere. 
And dolphins rise from the abyss to hear ; 
Jove feels himself the season, sports again . 

With his fair spouse, and banquets aXi his train. 
Now too the Satyrs, in the dusk of eve, 
Their mazy dance through flowery meadowv.wenf r 
And neither god nor goat, but b(Hh in kind, ** 
Silvanus wreath'd with cypress, skips behindL 
The Dryads leave their hollow sylvan oefls 
To roam the banks, and solitary dells ; 
Pan riots now; and from his amorous chafe 
Ceres and Cybele seem hardly safel 
And Faunus, all on fire to reach the prize. 
In chase of some enticing Oread, flies ; 
She bounds before, but fean too swift a boon^ 
And hidden lies, but wishes to be found. 
Our shades entice th* lmmotVB\&ixomifiMsq^ 
And fome kind poVt igtwWiw tf w ej«r| ig^nf^i 
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And long, ye powers, o*er every grove preside, 
For all is safe, and bliss, where ye abide ! 
Return, O Jove ! the age of gold restore — 
Why choose to dwell where storms and thunderroaif 
At least, tbou, Phoebus ! moderate thy speed ! 
Let not the vernal hours too swift proceed. 
Command rough Winter back, nor yield the pole 
T«« soon to flight's encroaching long control ! 



ELEGY VL 
TO CHARLES DEODATl 



Who. while he spent hi^ Christmas in the country, sent the Aa- 
thor a poetical epistle, in which he requested that his verses, 
if not so good as usu.tl, might be excused on account of the 
many feasts to which his friends invited him, and whidft 
would not allow him leisure to finish them as he wished* 



With no rich viands overcharg'd, I send 
Health, which perchance you want, my pamper'd 

friend ; 
But wherefore should thy muse tempt mine away 
From what she loves, from darkness into day? 
Art thou desirous to be told how well 
I love thee, and in verse ? verse cannot tell. 
For verse has bounds, and must iu measure move ; 
But neither bounds nor measure knows my love. 
How pleasant, in thy lines describ'd, appear 
December's jjarmjess sports, and tutaX tVft«t\ 
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French spirits Idndling with csrolean fire^ 
And all such gambols as the time iniq»ires ! 

Think not that wine against good verse offends; 
The muse and Bacchus have been always friends, 
Nor Phoebus blushes sometimes to be found 
With ivy, rather than with laurel, crown'd. 
The Nine themselves ofUimes have join'd the loog 
And revels of the Bacchanalian throng ; 
Not even Ovid could in Scythian wr 
Sing sweetly — ^why? no vine would flonriirii there. 
What in brief numbers sung Anacreon's muse? 
Wine, and the rose, that sparkling wine bedews. 
Pindar with Bacchus glows — ^hb every line 
Breathes the rich fragrance of inspiring wine, 
While, with loud crash o'erturn'd, the chariot li«i^ 
And brown with dust the fiery courser fliet. 
The Roman lyrist steep'd in wine his lays 
So sweet in Glycera*s, and Chloe*s praise. 
Now too the i^enteous feast and mantling bowl 
Nourish the vigour of thy sprightly soul ; 
The flowing goblet makes thy numbers flow. 
And casks not wine alone, but verse bestow. - 
Thus Phoebus favours, and the arts attend, 
Whom Bacchus, and whom Ceres, both befriend. 
What wonder, then, thy verses are so sweet. 
In which these triple powers so kindly meet! 
The lute now also sounds, with gold in-wrought; 
And touched, with flying fingers, nicely tau^t. 
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Id tapestried lialls, high roof'd, the sprightly lyre 
Directs the dancers of the virgin choir. 
If doll repletion fright the Muse away, 
Sights, gay as these, may more invite her stay; 
And, trust me, while the iv'ry keys resound. 
Fair damsels sport, and perfumes steam aroondf 
ApoUo'M influence, like ethereal flame, 
Shall animate at once thy glowing frame, 
And all the Muse shall rush into thy breast, 
By love and music's blended powers possest. 
For numerous pow'rs light Elegy befriend. 
Hear her sweet voice, and at her call attend; 
Her Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, all approve, 
And, with his blushing mother, gentle Love ; 
Hence to such bards we grant the copious use 
Of banquets, and the vine's delicious juice. 
But they who demi-gods and hero's praise. 
And feats performed in Jove's more youthful days^ 
Who now the counsels of high heaven e]q[>lore, 
Now shades, that echo the Cerberean roar, 
Simply let these, like him of Samos live. 
Let herbs to them a bloodless banquet give ; 
In beechen goblets let their bev'rage shine. 
Cool from the chrysftal spring, their sober wine ! 
Theur youth should pass, in innocence, secure 
From stain licentious, and in manners pure, 
Fnre as the priest, when rob'd in white he stands, 
The firesh lustration ready in his hands. 
Thus Linus liv'd, and thus, as poel& vm\J&, 
Tlresias, wiser for his loss of sigVxll 
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Thus exil'd Chalcas, thus the bard of Thrace, 
Melodious tamer of the savage race ! 
Thus train'd by temp'rance, Homer led, of yore, 
His chief of Ithaca from shore to shore, 
Through magic Circe's monster-peopled reign, 
And shoals insidious with the syren train ; 
And through the realms, where grizzly spectres dvv 
Whose tribes he fetter'd in a gory spell ; 
For these are sacred bards, and, from above. 
Drink large infusions from the mind of Jove! 

Would'stthou, (perhaps 'tis hardly worth thine e 
Would'st thou be told my occupation hei>8 ? 
The promised king of peace employs my pen^ 
Th' eternal cov'nant made for guilty men, 
The new-born Deity with infant cries 
Filling the sordid hovel, where he lies ; . 
The hymning angels, and the herald star, 
That led the Wise, who sought him from afar^ 
And idols on their own unhallow'd shore 
Dash'd, at his birth, to be rever'd no more ! 

This theme on reeds of Albion I rehearse: 
The dawn of that blest day inspir'd the verse; 
Verse, that, reserv'd in secret, shall attend 
Thy candid voice, my critic, and my friend I 
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ELEGY VII. 

Composed in the Author's I9th year. 

As yet a stranger to the gentle fires, 
That Amathusia's smiling queen inspires, 
Not seldom I derided Cupid's darts, 
And scom'd his claim to rule all human hearts. 
" Go, child," I said, " transfix the tim'rous dove! 
An easy conquest suits an infant love ; 
Enslave the sparrow, for such prize shall be 
Sufficient triumph to a chief like thee! 
Why aim thy idle arms at human kind ? 
Thy shafts prevail not 'gainst the noble mind.*' 

The Cyprian heard, and, kindling into ire, 
(None kindles sooner,) bum'd with double fire. 

It was the spring, and newly risen day 
Peep'd o'er the hamlets on the first of May ; 
My eyes, too tender for the blaze of light, 
Still sought the shelter of retiring night. 
When Love approach'd in painted plumes array'd, 
Th' insidious god his rattling darts betray'd, 
Nor less his infant features, and the sly. 
Sweet intimations of his threat'ning eye. 

Such the Sigeian boy is seen above^ 
FilUn^^ the goblet for imperial Jove *, 
M 
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Such he, on whom the nymphs bestow'd their 

charms, 
Hylas, who perish'd in a Naiad's arms. 
Angry he seemed, yet graceful in his ire. 
And added threats, not destitute of fire. 
" My power," he said, " by others pain alone, 
•Twere best to learn ; now learn it by thy own ! 
With those, who feci my power, that pow*r attest' 
And in thy anguish be my sway confest 1 
I vanquish'd Phcebus, though returning vain 
From his new triumph o'er tlie Python slain. 
And, when he thinks on Daphne, even he 
Will yield the prize of archery to me. 
A dart loss true the Parthian horseman sped. 
Behind him killed, and conquered as he fled ; 
Less true th' expert Cydonian, and less true 
The youth, whose shaft his latent Procris slew. 
Vauquish'd by me see huge Orion bend, 
By me Alcides, and Alcides* friend. 
At me should Jove himself a bolt design. 
His bosom first should bleed transfixt by mine. 
But all thy doubts this shaft will best explain, 
Nor shall it reach thee with a trivial pain. 
Thy Muse, vain youth ! shall not thy peace ensure, 
Nor Phoebus* serpent yield thy wound a cure." 

He spoke, and, waving a bright shaft in air, 
Sought the warm bosom of the Cyprian £ur. 
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thus a child should bluster in my ear, 
k'd my laughter, more than mov'd my fear ; 
ii*d not, therefore, public haunts, but strayed 
ss in city, or suburban shade ; 
issing, and repassing, nymphs, that mov*d 
race divine, beheld where'er I rov'd. 
shone the vernal day, with double blaze, 
uty gave new force to Phoebus* rays, 
grave scruples check'd, I freely ey'd 
ing'rous show, rash youth my only guide ; 
any a look of many a fair unknown 
II, unable to control my own. 
e I mark'd, (then peace forsook my breast,) 
Oh how far superior to the rest ! 
ovely features ! such the Cyprian queen 
f might wish, and Juno wish her mien. 
!ry nymph was she, whom when I dar'd 
•ows. Love had even then prepar'd ! 
as himself remote, nor unsuppli'd 
orch ^ell-trimm'd and quiver at his side ; 
) her lips he clung, her eye-lids now, 
ettled on her cheeks, or on her brow, 
ith a thousand wounds from ev*ry part 

d, and transpierced, my undefended heart 
r, new to me, of fierce desire 

eiz'd my soul, and I was all on fire, 

e, the while, whom only I adore, 
3ne, and vanish'd, to appear no more, 
it sadness I pursue my way ; 

J, I tnm, proceed, yet wish to atKy , 
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And while I follow her in though^ bemoan 

Witb iB^nit my »oul^3 delight so quickly Rown. 

When Jove had hnrl'd him to the Leoimia^ coa^tr 

So Vulcan sorrowed for Olympus lost. 

And 50 Oectide&, sinldiig into nighty 

From ^t deep gulf look'd up to distant tight 

Wretch that I am, what hopes for me remain, 
Wbo carmol cease to love» y«t love in vftln ? 
Oh could I once, once more behold thefdr* 
Speak to her* tell her of the pangs 1 bear, 
Perhttpg ahe is not adamsLnt, wotild show 
Perhaps some pitj^ at my tale of wo. 
Oh inauapi CLOUS flame — lis mine to prove 
A matcble^ mstance of disastrous love» 
Ah spare me, gentle pow'r 1 — If such thou he. 
Let not thy deeds, and nature, disagree. 
Spare me, and I will worship at no shrine 
With vow and aaerifice, save only tlilne. 
Now 1 revere tliy fires, thy bow, Qij dart* ; 
Now own Qiee so v' reign of all human hearts* 
Hemove I no — ^rant me stiU this ragln;; wo t 
Sweet is the wretchednoss that lovers know : 
But pierce hereafter (sliould 1 chance to eeo 
One destined mine) at oneebotli htar and me. 

Such were the trophies, that, in eaHier daji ; 
By vanity seduced, I toird to raise, 
Studious, yet indolent, ajid ur^'d by youth, 
That wont of teachers I from \h^ nvv^ oC tniUi ; 



\ 
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Tin leaning taught me, in his shady bow V, 
To quitlove's servile yoke, and spurn hispow'r. 
Then, on a sudden, the fierce flame supprest, 
A frost continual settled on my breast, 
Whence Cupid fears his flames extinct to see, 
And Venus dreads a Diomede in me. 



EPIGRAMS. 

ON THE INVENTOE OP GUNS, 

Praise in old time the sage Prometheus woz^ 
Who stole sethereal radiance fj^om the sun ', 
But greater he, whose bold invention strova 
To emulate the fieiy bolts of Jove. 



{The poems on the subject of the Gunpowder TVeo- 
stn J have not tramlated, both because the Tnatter of 
them is unpleasant, and because they are written with 
an asperity, which, however it might be warranted in 
MiUon^s days, would be extremely unseasonable now.J 



TO LEONORA SINGING AT ROME .♦ 

• AvoTBER Leonora once inspired 
Tasso, with fatal love to phrenvy ^t'd, 
* I have translated only two of thcthtee v*«^'<»^'5«ai^&CD«$5> 

N2 
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But how much happier, liv'd he now, were he» 

Pierc'd with whatever pangs for love of thee ! 

Since could he hear that heavenly voice of thine, 

With Adriana's lute of sound divine, 

Fiercer thau Pentheus' though hb eye might roB, 

Or ideot apathy benumb his soul, 

You still, with medicinal sounds, might cheer 

His senses wandering in a blind career ; 

And sweetly breathing through his wounded breast, 

Charm, wiUi soul-soothing song, his thoughts to rest 



TO THE SAME. 

Naples, too credulous, ah ! boast no more 
The sweet vbic'd Siren buried on thy shore, 
That, when Parthenope deceas'd, she gave 
Her sacred dust to a Chalcidic grave. 
For still she lives, but has exchang'd the hoarse 
Pausilipo for Tiber's placid course. 
Where, idol of all Rome, she now in chains, 
Of magic song, both gods and men detains. 



THE COTTAGER AND HIS LANDLORD. 



A PEASANT to his lord pay'd yearly coiirt«; 
I^esenting pippins, of so rkVia^ «otV^ 
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That he, displeased to have a part alone, 
Remov'd the tree, that all might be his own. 
The tree, too old to travel, though before 
So fruitful, wither'd, and would yield no more. 
The 'squire, perceiving all his labour void, 
Cnrs'd his own pains, so foolishly employed, 
And " Oh," he cried, " that I had lived content 
With tribute, small indeed, but kindly meant ! 
My av*rice has -expensive prov'd to me. 
Has cost me both my pippins and my tree." 



TO 

CHBJSTmA, QUEEjY OF S1VEDE^\ 

WITH 

CROMWELL'S PICTURE. 

Christina, maiden of heroic mein ! 
Star of the north ! of northern stars the queen \ 
Behold what wrinkles I have earn'd, and how 
The iron casque still chafes my vet'ran brow, 
While following fate's dark footsteps, I fulfil 
The dictates of a hardy people's will. 
Butsoften'd, in thy sight, my looks appear. 
Not to all Queens or Kings alike severe. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 

OH THE 

DEATH OF THE VICE-CHANCEL 

A PBTSICIAH. 

Learit, ye nations of the earth. 
The condition of your birth, 
Now be taught your feeble state f 
I^now that all must yield to fate i 

If the mournful rover. Death, 
Say but once — ** resign your breath 
Vainly of escape you dream, 
Tou must pass the Stygian stream. 

Could the stoutest overcome 
Death's assault, and baffle doom, 
Hercules had both withstood, 
Undiseas'd by Nessus' blood. 

Ne'er had Hector press'd the plaio-, 
By a trick of Pallas slsun. 
Nor the chief to Jove allied 
By Achilles' phantom died. 

Could enchantmeii\&\\te vtCkV^^%. 
Circe, aav*d l»y mufn »oi\^, 
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Still had liv'd ; an equal skill 
Had preserv'd Medea still. 

Dwelt in herbs, and drugs, apow'r 
To avert man's destin'd hour, 
Leam'd Machaon should have knows 
Doubtless to avert his own. 

Chiron had survived the smart 
Of the Hydra-tainted dart, 
And Jove's bolt had been, with ease, 
Foil'd by Asclepiades. 

Thou too, sage ! of whom forlorn 
Helicon and Cirrha mourn, 
Still had'st fill'd thy princely place, 
Begent of the gowned race. 

Had'st advanc'd to higher fame 
Still, thy much-ennobled name, 
Nor in Charon's skiff explor'd 
The Tartarean gulf abhorr'd. 

But resentful Proserpine, 
Jealous of thy skill divine, 
Snapping short thy vital thread, 
Thee too number'cf with the dead. 

Wise and good ! untroubled be 
The i^reen turf that covers lYxee \ 
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Thence, in gay profusion, gpoiV 
All the sweetest flow*rs that blow I 

Pluto's consort bid thee rest ! 
^acus pronounce thee blest ! 
To her home thy shade consign ! 
Make Elysium ever thine ! 



:death of the bishop of ely, 

Written in the Author's nth year. 

My lids with grief were tumid yet. 
And still my sullied cheek was wet 
With briny dews, profusely shed 
For venerable Winton dead ; 
When Fame, whose tales of saddest JOmd^ 
Alas ! arc ever truest found, 
The news through all our cities spread 
Of yet another mitred head 
By ruthless fate to death consigned, 
Ely, the honour of his kind ! 

At once, a storm of passion heav'd 
My boiling bosom, much I griev'd, 
But more I rag'd, at ev'ry breath 
Devoting Death himself to death. 
With less revenge did Naso teem. 
When baled Tb» vias Vi\* ^wifc \ 
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With less, Archilochus, denied 

The lovely Greek, his promis'd bride. 

But lo ! while thus I execrate. 
Incensed, the minister of fate, 
Wondrous accents, soft, yet clear. 
Wafted on the gale I hear. 

*' Ah, much deluded ! lay aside 
Thy threats, and anger misapplied ! 
Art not afraid with sounds like these. 
J* offend, where thou canst not appease ? 
Death is not (wherefore dream 'st thou thus?) 
The son of Plight and Erebus : 
Nor was of fell Erynnis bom 
On galA, where Chaos rules forlorn : 
But, sent from God, his presence leaves, 
To gather home his ripen'd sheaves. 
To call encumber'd souls aWay 
From fleshly bonds to boundless day, 
(As when the winged hours excite. 
And summon forth the morning-light) 
And each to convoy to her place 
Before th' Eternal Father's face. 
But not the wicked — them, severe 
Tet just, from all their pleasures here 
He hurries to the realms below. 
Terrific realms of penal wo ! 
Myself no sooner heard his call, 
Tban^ scaping tbrongh my pfiBoii-v^tSV^ 



I 
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I hsL.de adieu to bolts ajid bora, 
A 11 J sDar*dt with angeUj lo the ati 
Lik* Uira of oUJ^ to whom 'twas g 
To mount, on fiery wheelst to Hft 
Bootes" wagoti, slow witb cold» 
Appaird me not; tior to hehold 
The sword* that vnst Orion dmwa 
Or ev'n the Scorpion's horrid clav 
Beyond tlie Suira bright orb I fly. 
And, far beneath my feet, descry 
Wight's dread godde&s, seen with i 
Whom her winged dragons draw* 
Thus, ever wond'rlng at my speed 
Augmented ^tiU as 1 proceed, 
1 pass the plttnetary sphere, 
Tlie Milky Way — and now ftppea 
Heav'n'3 chry^jtal baltlementSt hei 
Of mfis^y pearl, and em 'mid Aooi; 



But here I cease. For never ci 
The tongue of once a mortal mai 
In ijultable description trace 
The pleasures of that happy place 
Suffice it, that those joys divine 
Are alli and all for ever, miiie I" 
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NATURE UNIMPAIRED BY TIME. 

Aa, how the human mind wearies herself 

With her own wand'rings, and, involved in gloom 

Impenetrable, speculates amiss ! 

Measuring, in her folly, things divine 

By human ; laws inscrib'd on adamant 

By laws of man*s device, and counsels fixt 

Forever, by the hours, that pass, and die. 

How ? — shall the face of nature then be plough'd 
Into deep wrinkles, and shall years at last 
On the great Parent fix a steril curse ? 
Shall even she confess old age, and halt, 
And, palsy-smitten, shake her starry brows ? 
Shall foul Antiquity with rust and drought, 
And Famine, vex the radiant worlds above ? 
Shall Time's unsated maw crave and ingulph 
The very Heav'ns, that regulate his flight ? 
And was the Sire of all able to fence 
His works, and to uphold the circling worlds, 
But, through improvident and heedless haste, 
Let slip th' occasion ? — so then — all is lost— 
And in some future evil hour, yon arch 
Shall crumble, and come thund'ring down, the pol^ 
Jar in collision, the Olympian king 
Fall with his throne, and Pallas, holding forth 
The terrors of the Gorgon shield in vwn, 
-^hall rush to the abyss, like VuIqui buiA*^ 
o 
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Pown into Lemnos, through the gate of Heav'n, 
Thou also, with precipitated wheels, 
Phoebus ! thy own son's fall shalt imitate. 
With hideous ruin shalt impress the deep 
Suddenly, and the flood shall reek, and hiss. 
At the extinction of the lamp of day. 
Then too shall Haemus, cloven to his base, 
Be shattered, and the huge Ceraunian hills. 
Once weapons of Tartarean Dis, immers'd 
In Erebus, shall fill himself with fear. 

No. The Almighty Father surer laid 
His deep foundations, and providing well 
For the event of all, the scales of Fate 
SuspenHed, in just equipoise, and bade 
His universal works, from age to age. 
One tenor hold, perjjetual, undisturbed. 

Hence the prime mover wheels itself about 
Continual, day by day, and with it bears 
In social measure swift the heav'ns around. 
Not tardier now is Satan than of old. 
Nor radiant less the burning casque of Mars. 
?h(ebus, his vigour unimpair'd, still shows 
rir effulgence of his youth, nor needs the god 
\ downward course, that he may warm the vali 
J>ut, ever rich in influence, runs his road, 
:;>ii;n after sign, through all the heav*nly zone. 
Beautiful, as at first, ascends the star 
From orJorif 'roos Tnd. xv\iQsft otfect Vi 



^^^^H \ 



TRANSLATIONS FROM tflLTOtf. 141l 

To gather home betimes th' ethereal flock, 

To pour them o'er the skies again at eve, 

And to discriminate the night and day. 

Still Cyntliia's changeful horn waxes, and wanes.. 

Alternate, and with arms extended still, 

She welcomes to her breast her brother's beams. 

Nor have the elements deserted yet 

Their functions; thunder, with as loud a stroke 

As erst, smites through the rocks, and scatters them. 

The east still hoAvls, still tho relentless north 

Invades the shudd'riuic Scythian, still he bi-eatlie?: 

The winter, and still rolls the storms along. 

The king of ocean, with his wonted force, 

Beats on Pelorus, o'er the deep is heard 

The hoarse alarm of Triton's sounding shell, 

Nor swim the monsters of the iEgean sea 

In shallows, or beneath diminish'd waves. 

Thoo too, thy ancient vegetative pow'r 

Enjoy'st, O earth ! Narcissus still is sweet, 

And, Phoebus ! still thy favourite, and still 

Thy fav'ritc Cytherea ! both retain 

Their beauty, nor tlie mountains, ore-enrich'd 

For punishment of man, with purer gold 

Teem'd ever, or with brighter gems the Deep. 

Thus, in unbroken series, all proceeds ; 
And shall, till wide involving either pole, 
And the immensity of yonder heav'n. 
The final flames of destiny absorb 
The world consum'd in one enormous VT^,V 
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ON THE 

PLATONIC IDEA. 

AS IT WAS UNDERSTOOD BT ARISTOTliE. 

Ye sister pow'rs, who o'er the sacred groves 
Preside, and thou, fair mother of them all, 
Mnemosyne ! and, thou, who in thy grot 
Immense, reclin'd at leisure, hast in charge 
The archives, and the ordinances of Jove» 
And dost record the festivals of heav'n. 
Eternity ! — ^Inform us who is He, 
That great original by nature chos'n 
To be the archetype of human kind, 
Unchangeable, immortal, with the poles 
Themselves coaeval, one, yet ev'ry where. 
An image of tlie god, who gave him being ? 
Twin-brother of the goddess born from Jove. 
He dwells not in his father's mind, but, though 
Of common nature with ourselves, exists 
Apart, and occupies a local home. 
Whether, companion of the stai*s, he spend 
Eternal ages, roaming at his will 
From sphere to sphere the tenfold heav'ns, or dvi 
On the moon's side that nearest neighbours earth, 
Or torpid on the banks of Lethe sit 
Among the multitude of souls ordain'd 
To flesh and blood, or whetlier (as may chance) 
That v^ and giant model of our kind 
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In some far distant region of this globe 

Sequester'd stalk, with lifted head on high 

O*ertow'ring Atlas, on whose shoulders rest 

The stars, terrific even to the gods. 

Never the Theban seer, whose blindness prov'd 

His best illumination, him beheld 

In secret vision ; never him the son 

Of Pleione, amid the noiseless night 

Descending, to the prophet-choir revral'd; 

Him never knew th' Assyrian priest Avho yet 

The ancestry of Ninus chronicles, 

And Belus, and Osiris, far renown'd ; 

Nor even thrice great Hermes, although skill Vl 

So deep in myst'ry, to the Avorshippers 

Of Isis sliow'd a prodig>' like him. 

And tliou, who hast immortaliz'd tlic shades 
Of Academus, if tlic schools received 
This monster of the fancy first from thee. 
Either recall at once the banish'd bards 
To thy republic, or tliyself evinc'd 
A wilder fabulist, go also forth. 



TO HIS FATHER. 

Oh that Plena's spring would thro' my brcR>1 
Pour its inspiring influence, and rush 
\o rill. but. rather an o'erflowinj; ftood\ 
o 2 
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That, for my venerable Father's eake, 
All meaner themes renounc'd, my muse, on wings 
Of duty borne, might reach a loftier strain. 
For thee, my Father ! howsoe'er it please, 
She frames this slender work, nor know I augl^. 
That may thy gifts more suitably requite j 
Though to requite them suitably would asl^ 
Beturns much nobler, and surpassing far 
The meagi-e stores of verbal gratitude; 
But, such as I possess, I send thee all. 
This page presents thee in their full amount 
With thy son's treasures, and the sum is nought ; 
Nought, save the riches that from airy dream 
In secret gi-ottos, and in laurel bow'rs, 
I have, by golden Clio's gift, acquir'd. 

Verse is a Avork divine ; de.«^ise not thou 
Verse therefore, which evinces (nothing more) 
Man's heavenly source, and which, retainipg still 
Some scintillations of Promethean lire, 
Bespeaks him animated from above. 
The Gods love vurse ; the infernal pow'w themselves 
Confess the influence of verse, which stirs 
The lowest deep, and binds in triple chains 
Of adamant both Pluto and the Shades. 
In verse the Delphic priestess, and the pale 
Tremulous Sybil, make the future known, 
And he who sacrifices on the shrine 
Hangs vci*se,boiU when he smites the threat*niii2;hql| 
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An4 when he spreads his reekiiig entrails wid9 
To scrutiovi^ the Fates eovelop'd there. 
We too, ourselves, what time we seek 9ffum 
Our native skies, and one eternal now 
Shall be the only measure of our being, 
Crown*d all with gold, and chauntlng to the Ijrre 
Harmonious verse, shall range the courts above, 
And make the starry firmament resound. 
And, even now, the fiery spirit pure 
That wheels yon circling orbs, directs, himself, 
Their mazy dance with melody of verse 
Unutt'rable, immortal, hearing which 
Huge Ophiuchus holds his hiss suppressed, 
Orion soften'd, drops his ardent blade, 
And Atlas stands unconscious of his load. 
Verse grac'd of old the feasts of kings, ere yet 
Luxurious dainties, destiu'd' to the gulph 
Immense of gluttony, were known, and ere 
Lyaeus delugM yet the temp'rate board.. 
Then sat the bard a customary guest 
To share the banquet, and, his length of locks 
With beechen honours bound, proposed in verse 
The characters of heroes, and their deeds, 
To imitation ; sang of Chaos old, 
Of nature's birth, of gods that crept in search 
Of aconis (airn, and of the tlmnderbolt 
Not yet produc'd from Etna's fiery cave. 
And what avails, at last, tune without voice, 
Devoid of matter.' Such may suit perhaps 
The rural dance, but such was ne'er l\\c %oy^% 
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Of Orpheus, whom the streams stood still to hew 
And the oaks follow'd. Not by chords alone 
Well tonch'd, but by resistless accents more. 
To sympathetic tears the ghosts themselves 
He mov'd j these praises to his verse he owes. 

Nor thou persist, I pray thee, still to slight 
The sacred Nine, and to imagine vain • 

And useless, pow'rs by Avhom inspir'd, thyself 
Art skilful to associate verse with airs 
Harmonious, and to give the human voice 
A thousand modulations, heir by right 
Indisputable of Arion's fame. 
Now say, what wonder is it, if a son 
Of thine delight in verse, if so conjoined 
In close affinity, we sympathize 
In social arts, and kindred studies sweet ? 
Such dbtribution of himself to us 
Was Phoebus* choice : thou hast thy gift, end I 
Mine also, and between us we receive, 
Father and son, the whole inspiring Grod. 

No ! howsoe'cr ilia semblance thou assume 
Of hate, thou hatesl not the gentle Muse, 
My Father ! for thou never bad'st me tread 
The beaten path, and broad, that lead'st right OH 
To opulence, nor did'st condemn thy son 
To the insipid clamours of the bar, 
To laws voluminous, and ill observ'd ; 
But, wishing to enricH me m<iT«j \.c> 1^ 
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My mind with toeaauxe, led'st me £ur away 
Prom city-din to deep retreats, to banks 
kad streami Aonian ; and, with free oonseot, 
Didst i^ace woe happy at Apollo's side. 
[ speak not now, on more important themes 
[ntent, of common benefits, and such 
Kb nature bids, but of thy larger .gifts, 
\fy Father ! who, when I had opened once 
rhe stores of Roman rhetorick, and leain'd 
rhe fnU'tou'd language of the eloquent GEeeks» 
¥hose lofty music grac'd the lips oi Jo^e, 
liyself did'^ counsel me to add the flow'fs 
bat Gallia boaits, those too, with which the smooth 
dian his degen*rate speech adorns, 
at witnesses his mixture with the Goth ; 
d Palestine's prophetic songs diviae. 
sum the whole, whatever the beay'a «ontainS| 
earth beneath it, and^e air between, 
rivers and the restless deep, may all 
e istellectual gain to me, my wish 
urring with thy will ; sdence herself, 
and removed, inclines her beauteous head, 
fers me the Hp, if, dull of heart, 
k not, and decline her gracious boon, 

)w, and gatlier dross, yt sordid minds, 
vet it ; what could my Father mofie ? 
ire could Jove himself, unless he gave 
abode, the beav'/i, in which iKKm^gok^^ 
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More eligible pfts than tliese weiie not 
Apollo's to Lis son, had they bten safe, 
As they were insecure, who made the boy 
The world's vice -luminary, bade him nde 
The radiant chariot of the day, tind bind 
To his young brows his owti all dazzling-wreath. 
I therefore, although last and least, my place 
Among the learned in the laurel grove 
Will hold, and where the conqu'ror's ivy twines,. 
Henceforth exempt from the unlettered throng 
Profane, nor even to be seen by such. 
Away then, sleepless Care, Complaint, away, 
And, Envy, with thy *' jealous leer malign 1" 
Nor let the monster Calumny shoot forth 
Her venom'd tongue at me. Detested foes! 
Ye all are impotent against my peace, 
For I am privileged, and bear my breast 
Safe, and too high, for your viperean wound. 

But thou ! my Father, since to render thankt 
Equivalent, and to requite by deeds 
Thy liberality, exceeds my power. 
Suffice it, that I thus record thy gifts. 
And bear them treasured in a grateful mind I 
Ye too, the favourite pastime of my yooth, 
My voluntary numbers, if ye dare 
To hoi)e longevity, and to survive 
Your master's funeral, not soon absorb*^ 
In the oblivious Lethaean gulph, 
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i^hall to futurity perhaps convey 

rhu theme, and by these praises of my sire. 

mprovc (he Fathers of a distant age ! 



6ALSILLUS, A ROMAN POET, 

MUCH INDISPOSED. 



ThB original is written in a measure called Scazoo, 
vhick sigmjies limping, attd the measure is so deno- 
rdrnted, because, though in other respects Iambic, iJt 
'erminates wUh a Spondee, and has consequerdly a more 
*ardy movement. 

The reader will immediately see that this property of 
fie Lalin verse cannot be imitated in Englislt 



My halting Muse, that dragg'st by choice along; 
Thy slow, slow step, in melancholy song, 
And lik'st that pace, expressive of thy cares, 
Not less than Diopeia's sprightlier airs. 
When, in the dance, she beats, with measured trcadr 
Heav'n*8 floor, in front of Juno's golden bed j 
Salute Salsillus, who to verse diving 
'Prefers, with partial love, such lays as mine . 



tbet, te^^^^ant *e toe"*" ea»e, 
*** . JnAOi eye* «^ * ^str»« * 
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Id sooth'd, the tumid Tiber shall revere 

The tombs of kings, nor desolate the year, 

)haJI curb his waters with a friendly rein, 

Lnd gaide them harmless, till they meet the main: 



TO 

O/Or-A/VW/ BATTISTA MAJ^S6, 

MARQUIS OF VILLA. 



MILTON'S ACCOUNT OF MANSO. 

Giovanni Battista Manso, Marquis of Villa, is aH 
talian nobleman of the highest estimation among 
lis countrymen, for genius, literature, and military 
iccomplishments. To him Torquato Tasso addressed 
Lis Dialogues on Friendship, for he was much the 
riend of Tasso, who has also celebrated him among 
he other princes of his country, in his poem entr- 
ied, Gerusalemme Conqulstata, book xx. 

Fra cavalier magnanimh t eortesiy 
Risplende il Manso. 
Daring the Author's stay at Naples, he received at 
the hands of the Marquis a thousand kind oiBces and 
chrililies, and, desirous not to ap^w ww^gwX&SsSSiv 
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sent him this poem a short time before his dqnitott 
from that city. 



Thxse verses also to thy praise the Nine, 
Oh Manso ! happy in that theme, design, 
For, Galius, and Maecenas gone, they see 
None such besides, or whom they love as thee ; 
And, if my verse may give the meed of fame. 
Thine too shall prove an everlasting name. 
Already such, it shines in Tasso's page 
(For thou wast Tasso's friend) from age to age, 
And, next, the Muse consign'd (not unaware 
How high the charge) Marino to thy care, 
Who, singing to the nymphs, Adonis' praise. 
Boasts thee the patron of his copious lays. 
To thee alone the poet would entrust 
His latest vows, to thee alone hb dust ; 
And thou with punctual piety hast paid, 
In laboured brass, thy tribute to his shade. 
Nor this contented thee — but lest the grave 
Should aught absorb of their's which thou con1d*st 

save, 
All future ages thou hast deign'd to teach 
The life, lot, genius, character of each, 
Eloquent as the Carian sage, who true 
To his great theme, the life of Homer drew. 

/, therefore, though a stranger youth, who come 
ChiUW hv nidr Ua'^ts,\U:*\ tvt^^w tjv^^«^«ti\«««» 
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ar to Clio, confident proclaim, 

ie, for Pbcebus' sake, a deathless name. 

u, so kind, wilt view with scornful eye 

scarce rear'd beneath our sullen sky, 

irs not, indiscreet as she is young, 

i. in Latium hearers of her song. 

where Thames with his unsullied- wares 

^es of the blue-hair'd Ocean laves, 

b by night, or, slumbering, seem to hear, 

wide stream, the swan*s voice warbling cleiU', 

could bpast a Tityrus of yore, 

d, a welcome guest, your happy shore. 

dreary as we own our Northern clirae, 
to Phoebus raise the polished rbyme, 
serve Pbcsbus ; Pbcebus has-reeeiv'd 
ids old may claim to be believ'd) 
td gifts from us, the golden ear, 
nish'd aj^le, ruddiest of the year, 
;rant crocus, and to grace bis fane, 
isels chosen from the Druid train ; 
:>ur native bards in ancient time, 
ds and heroes prais'd^n haliew'd rhyme ! 
often as the maids of Greece surroundi 
shrine with hymns of festive sound, 
ime tlie virgins who arrived of yore, 
itisb ofTrings, on the Delian shore, 
om giant Corineus sprung, 
1 whose blest lips the future h\iii^« 
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And Hecaerge, with the golden hair. 

All deck'd with Plctish hues,and all with bosomsb 

Thou, therefore, happy sage, whatever clime 
Shall ring with Tasso's praise in after-time, 
Or with Marino's, shalt be known their friend. 
And with an equal flight to fame ascend. 
The worla shall hear how Phcebus, and the Nine, 
Were inmates once, and willing guests of thine. 
Tet Phoebus, when of old constrain'd to roam 
The earth, an exile from his heavenly home, 
Entered, no willing guest, Admetus' door, 
Tliough Hercules had ventur'd there before. 
But gentle Chiron's cave was near, a scene 
Of rural peace, cloth'd with perpetual green. 
And thither, oft as respite he recjuir'd 
From rustic clamours loud, the god retir'd. 
There, many a time, on Peneus' bank reclin'd 
At some oak's root, with ivy thick entwin'd, 
Won by his hospitable friend's desire. 
He sooth'd his pains of exile with the lyre. 
Then shook the hills, then trembled Peneus' shei 
Nor Oeta felt his load of forests more ; 
The u{^and elms descended to the plain, 
And soften'd lynxes wonder'd at the strain. 

Well may we think, O dear to all above ! 
Thy birth distinguish'd by the smile of Jove, 
And that Apollo shed his kindliest pow'r, 
And Maia's son, ob \h«l vwvvVSo>»>m>tk, 
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:e onlje minds so. bora can comprehend 

let's worth, or yield that worth a friend; 

ice, on thy yet unfaded cheek appears 

lingering freshness of thy greener years ; 

ice, in thy front and features, we admire 

lire unwither'd, and a mind entire. 

night so true a friend to me belong, 

)kiird to grace the votaries of song. 

uld I recall hereafter into rhyme 

: kings and heroes of my native clime, 

lur the chief, who even now prepares, 

ubterraneous being, future wars, 

h all his martial knights, to be restored, 

;h to his seat, around the fed'ral board, 

1 Oh, if spbrit fail me not, disperse 

' Saxon plunderers, in triumphant verse -^ 

m, after all, when, with the past content, 

fe I finish, not in silence spent, 

»uld he, kind mourner, o'er my death-bed bend, 

all but need to say — " Be yet ray friend !" 

, too, perhaps, shall bid the marble breathe 

honour me, and with the graceful wreath 

of Parnassus, or the Paphian isle, 

ill bind my brows — but I shall rest the while. 

en also^ if the fruits of faith endure, 

d Virtue's promised recompense be sure, 

m to those seats, to which the blest aspire 

purity of soul, and virtuous fire, 

ese rites, as Fate permits, I sViaW wicvc^ 

'b eyes iliiimln'd by ce\eslia\ day, 
P2 
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And, ev'ry cloud from my pure spirit driv'n, 
Joy in the bright beatitude of Heav*n ! 



DEATH OF DAMON. 



THE ARGUMCITT. 

Thyrsus and Damon^ shepherds and nei^hbrnn^t 
iiad alwccys pursued the same studies, andhad^ from 
their earliest days, been united in the closest friendship. 
Thyrsis, while travelling for improvement, received inr 
ieUigence of the death of Damon, and, after a time, r«- 
tuming and finding it true, deplores himself, and hit 
solitary condition, in this poem. 

By Damon is to be understood Charles Deodati, 
connected with the Italian city of Lucca by his father's 
side, in other respects an Englishman; a yotUh ofwi^ 
common genius, erudition, and virtue. 



Ye Nymphs of Himera. (for ye have shed, 
Erewhile for Daphnis, and for Hylas dead, 
And overBion's long-lamented bier, 
The fruitless meed of many a sacred tear,) 
Now through the villas lav'd by Thames, reheane 
The woes of Thyrsis in S\c\\\«n. '^ ««» , 
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hat sighs he heav'd, and how with groans profound 
; made the woods and hollow rocks resound, 
»uag Damon dead; nor even ceas'd to pour 
s lonely sorrows at the midnight hour. 

The green wheat twice had nodded in the ear, 
id golden harvest twice enrich'd the year, 
ice Damon's lips had gasp'd for vital air 
c last, last time, nor ThjTsis yet was there; 
•r he, enamour'd of the Muse, remained 
Tuscan Fiorenza long detain'd, 
t, stor'd at length with all he wish'd to learn, 
r his flock's sake now hasted to return, 
id when the shepherd had resum'd his seat 
the elm's root, within his old retreat, 
en 'twas his lot, then, all his loss to know, 
id, from his burthen'd heart, he vented thus his wo. 

"Go, seek your home, my lambs; my thought*? 

are due 
> other cares, than those of feeding you. 
las! what deities shall I suppose 
I heav'n, or earth, concern 'd for human woes, 
ince, Oh my Damon ! their severe decree 
soon condemns me to regret of thee ! 
tepart'st thou thus, thy virtues unrepaid 
Vith fame and honour, like a vulgar shade I 
'et hun forbid it, whose bright rod controls, 
^ndscp'ratcs sordid from illustrious sovvV?, 
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Drive far the rabble, and to thee assign 
A happier lot, with spudts worthy, thine ! 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs; my thoughts 
are due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Whale'er befall, unless by cruel chance 
The wolf first give me a forbidding glance. 
Thou shalt not moulder undeplor d, but long 
Thy praise shall dwell on ev'ry shepherd's tongqe; 
To Daphnis first they shall delight to pay, 
And, after him, to thee the votive lay, 
While Pales shall the Hocks and pastures love. 
Or Faunns to frequent the field or grove, 
At least, if ancient piety and truth, 
With all the learned labours of thy youth. 
May serve thee aught, or to have left behind 
A sorrowing friend, and of the tuneful kind. 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs 5 my thoughts 
are due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Yes, Damon! such thy sure reward shall be; 
But ah, what doom awaits unhappy me ? 
Who, now, my pains and perils shall divide. 
As thou wast wont, forever at my side, 
Both when the rugged frost annoy'd our feet. 
And when the herbage all was parch'd with heat: 
Whether the grim wolfs ravage to prevent. 
Or (he huge lion's, arrrfiV. Vi\V\\ ^-MVa N\<i went ? 
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Whose eonverse, now, shall calm my stormy day, 
With charmmg song, who now beguile my way ? 

"Go, leek your home, my lambs; ray thoughfs 
are due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
In whom shall I confide ? Whose counsel find 
A balmy medicine for my troubled mindP 
Or whose discourse, with innocent delight, 
Shall fill me now, and cheat the wint'ry night, 
While hisses on my hearth the pulpy pear, 
And black'ning chesnutA start and crackle there, 
While storms abroad the dreary meadows whelm, 
And the wind thunders thro' the neighboring elm. 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs; my thought^ 
are due 
To other cares, than those of fBeding you. 
Or who, when summer suns their summit reach, 
And Pan sleeps hidden by the sheltering beech, 
When shepherds disappear, nymphs seek the sedge, 
And the stretched rustic snores beneath the hedge, 
Who then shall render me thy pleasant vein 
Of Attic wit, thy jests, thy smiles again ? 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 
are due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Where glens and vales are thickest overojco^^ 
With tangled boa^bs, I wander now aVotie. 
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Till night descend, while blust'ring wind and show 
Beat oa my temples, through the shutter Id bow'r. 

*' Gp, seek youi; home, my lam)i>s; my. though 
are due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Alas ! what rampant weeds now shame my fieUb^ 
And what a mildew'd crop the furrow, yields ? 
My rambling vines, unwedded to the tsees, 
Bear shriveU'd grapes, my myrtles fail to. please,. 
Nor please m». more my flocks; they^ slig^itedftui 
Theur unavailing looks on me, andjnpum. 

'"Qo» seek. your, home, my lambs; my though 
are due 
Tp other. cares thejx those of. feeding you. 
.£gon invites me to the hazel grove, 
Amyntas on the river's bank, to rove. 
And young Alphesibfsus to a sea.t. 
Where brapching elms exclude the. mid<lay^he»t 
' Here fountains spring — here mossy hillocks rise; 
* Here Zephyr, whispers, and the stream replies.'— 
Thus each persuades, but, deaf to ev'ry. caU» 
I gain the thickets, and escape them all- 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs,; my. thoutghl 
are due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Then Mopsus said, (the same who reads so weU 
The voice of birds, aik(!LV(Vi«XVVi<&>\s:^^QYfttftU, 
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Fop he by chance had notic'd my return) 

* What means thy sullen mood, this deep concern? 

Ah Thyrsis ! thou art either craz'd -with love, 

Or some sinister influence from above ; 

Dull Saturn's influence oft the shepherds me ; 

His leaden shaft oblique has pierc'd thee through/ 

" Go, go, my lambs, unpastur'd as ye are, 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
The nymphs amaz'd, my melancholy see, 
And, * Thyrsis!* cry— •' what will become of thee? 
What wonld'st thou, Thyrsis? such should not appear 
The brow of youth, stem, gloomy, and severe; 
Brisk youth should laugh, and loVe — ah shun the fate 
Of those, twice wretched mopes ! who love too late !* 

" Go, go, my lambs, unpastur*d as ye are, 
My thoughts are all now due to other care, 
^gle with Hyas caitte, to sooth my pain. 
And Baucis' daughter, Dryope, the vain. 
Fair Dryope, for voice and finger neat 
Known far and near, and for her self-conceit ; 
Chloris too came, whose cottage on the lands 
That skirt the Idumanian cuiTent, stands ; 
But all in vain tbey came, and but to see 
Kind words, and comfortable, lost on me. 

" Go, go, my lambs, unpastur'd as ye arc ; 
My thoughts «re nil now due to 6l\ie.r «ite«. 



% 
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Ah blest indifT'rence of the playful herd» 
None by his fellow chosen, or prcferr*d ! 
JNo bonds of amity the flocks enthrall, 
But each associates, and is pleased with all ; 
do graze the dappled deer in numerous droves 
And all his kind alike the zebra loves; 
The same law governs, where the billows roa 
And Proteus' shoals o'erspread the deaert sho 
The sparrow, meanest of the feather'd race, 
His fit companion finds in ev'ry place. 
With whom he picks the grain that suits him 
Flirts here and there, and late returns to rest, 
And whom if chance the falcon make his pre] 
Or hedger with his well aim'd arrow slay, 
For no such loss the gay survivor grieves; 
New love he seeks, and new delight receives. 
We only, an obdurate kind, rejoice. 
Scorning all others, in a single choice. 
We scarce in thousands meet one kindred min 
And if the long-sought good at last we find, 
When least we fear it. Death our treasure ste 
.\nd gives our heart a wound that nothing hei 

" Go, go, my lambs, u^pastur'd as ye are ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Ah, what delusion lur'd me from my flocks, 
To traverse Alpine snows, and rugged rocks I 
What need so great had I to visit Rome, 
Now sunk in ruins, and herself a tomb ? 
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r, had she flourished still, as when of old, 

OP hep sake Titjnrus forsook his fold, 

^hat need.sQ great had 1 1' incur a pause. 

f thy sweet intercourse for such a cause, 

OP such a cause to place the roaring sea, 

ocks, mountains, woods, between my friend and 

me? ' 
Ise, had I grasp'd thy feeble hand, composed 
hy decent limbs, thy drooping eye-lids clos'd, 
nd, at the last, had said — ' Farewell — ascend — 
OP even in the skies forget thy friend !' 

" Go, go, my Iambs, untended homeward fare : 
[y thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Ithough well-pleas'd, ye tuneful Tuscan swains I 
[y mind the mem'ry of your worth retains, 
et not your worth can teach me less to mourn 
ly Damon lost. He too was Tuscan bom, 
cm in your Lucca, city of renown! 
nd wit possessed, and genius, like your own. 
'h how elate was I, when stretcb'd beside 
'he murm'ring course of Amo's breezy tide, 
leneath the poplar grove I passed my hours, 
fow cropping myrtles, and now vernal flow'r^, 
did hearing, as I lay at ease along, 
I'our swains contending for the prize of song ! 

also dar'd attempt (and, as it seems, 
i^ot much displeas'd attempting) various themen, 
?or even I can presents boast from you, 
rhe fhfipliprd'f pipe, and ozicr basWH to*^ 
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And Dati, and Francmi,both have made 
My name familiar to the beecken shade, 
And they are learn'd, and each in ev'ry place 
Renowned for song, and both of Lydian race. 

*' Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
While bright the dewy grass with moon-beams sho 
And I stood hurdling in my kids alone, 
How often have I said (but thou had'st found 
Ere then thy dark cold lodgment under ground) 
Now Damon sings, or springes sets for hares, 
Or wicker work for various use prepares! 
How oft, indul^ng fancy, have I planned 
New scenes of pleasure, that I hop'd at hand, 
Caird thee abroad as I was wont, and cried — 
' What hoa! my friend — come, lay thy task aside 
Haste, let us forth together, and beguile 
The heat, beneath yon whisp'ring shades awhile 
Or on the margin stray of Colne's clear flood. 
Or where Cassibelan's grey turrets stood ! 
There thou shalt cull me simpler, and shalt tead 
Thy friend the name, and healing pow'rs of eao 
From the tall blue-bell to the dwarfish weed, 
What tlie dry land, and what the manhes breed 
For all their kinds alike to thee ai*e known, 
And the whole art of Galen b thy own.' 
Ah, jierish Galen's art, and wither'd be 
The useless herbs, that gave not health to thcef 
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Twelve evenings since, as in poetic dream 

I meditating sat some statelier theme, 

The reeds no sooner touched my lip, though new, 

And unassay'd before, than wide they flew. 

Bursting their waxen bands, nor couTd sustain 

The deep-ton'd music of the solemn strain ; 

And I am vain perhaps, but I will tell 

How proud a theme I choose — ye groves farewell! 

" Go, go, my Iambs, nntended homeward faic; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Of Brutus, Dardan chief, my song shall be. 
How with his barks he ploughed tiie British sea. 
First from Rutupia's tow'ring headland seen, 
And of hb consort's reign, fair Imogen ; 
Of Brennus, and Belinus, brothers bold, 
And of Arvhwgus, and how of old 
Our hardy sires th* Armorican controU'd, 
And of the wife of Gorlois, who, surpris'd 
By Uther, in her husband's form disgub'd, 
(Such was the force of Merlin's art) became 
Fr^:nant with Arthur of heroic fJEune. 
These themes I now revolve — and (Mi — if Fate 
Proportion to these themes my lengtben'd date, 
Adieu my shepherd's reed — ^yon pine-tree bough 
Shall be thy future home, there dangle thou 
Forgotten and disus'd, unless ere long 
Thou change thy Latian for a British sorig^ 
A British ?— even so— the pow'ta of m«ti 
Are bounded} little is the roost Vi« can\ 
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And it shall well suffice me, and shall be 
Fame, and proud recompense enough for me, 
If Usa, golden-hair'd, my verse may learn, 
If Alaui, bending o'er his chrystal urn. 
Swift-whirling Abra, Trent's o'ershadow'd strea 
Thames, lovelier far than all in my esteem, 
Tamar's ore-tinctur'd flood, and, after these, 
The wave- worn shores of utmost Orcades. 

" Go, go, my Iambs, untended homeward fare 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
All this I kept in leaves of laurcl-nnd 
Enfolded safe, an4 for thy view designed. 
This — and a gift from Manso's hand beside» 
(Manso, not least his native city's pride,) 
Two cups, that radiant as their giver shone, 
^dom'd by sculpture with a double zone. 
The spring was graven there ; here slowly wind 
The Red-sea shores with groves of spices lin'd ; 
Her plumes of \'arious hues amid the boughs 
The sacred, solitary Phcenix shows; 
\nd watchful of the dawn, reverts her head,. 
To see Aurora leave her wat'ry bed. 
— In other part, th' expansive vault above, 
And there too, even there, the God of Love ; 
With quiver arm'd he mounts, his torch display; 
A vivid light, his gem-tipt arrows blaze. 
Around his bright and fiery eyes he rolls, 
Sor aims at vulgar minds, or little souls, 



^^^^H '^^H 
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Nor deigns one look below, bat aiming high, 
Sends every arrow to the lofty sky ; 
Hence forms divine, and minds immortid, (earn 
The pow'r of Cupid, and enamour'd bom. 

" Thou also, Damon, (neither need I fear 
That hope delusive,) thou art also there; 
For whither should simplicity like thine 
Retire, where else such spotless virtue shine ? 
Thou dwell'st not (thought profane) in shades below, 
Nor tears suit thee^ease then my tears to flow. 
Away with grief: on Damon ill-bestow'd! 
Who, pure himself, has found a pure abode. 
Has pass'dthe idiow'ry eurch, henceforth resides 
With saints aird heroes, and from flowing tides 
Quaffs copious immortality, and joy. 
With hallow'd lips !— Oh ! blest without alloy, 
And now enrich'd, with all that faith can claim, 
Look down, entreated by whatever name, 
If Damon please thee most, (that rural sound 
Shall oft with echoes fill the groves around^) 
Or if Diodatus, by which alone 
In those ethereal mansions thou art known. 
Thy blush was maiden, and thy youth the taste . 
Of wedded bliss knew never, pure and chaste, 
The honours, therefore, by divine decree 
The lot of vii^n worth are given to thee ; 
Thy brows encircled with a radiant band. 
And the green palm-branch wavmgm 1i\i^\v»»A>, 
q2 
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Tbou in immortal nuptials shall rejoice. 
And join with seraphs thy according voice. 
Where rapture reigns, and the ecstatic lyre 
Guides the blest orgies of the blazing quire/' 



ANODE 

ADDRESSED TO 

MR. JOHN ROUSE, LJBRJlRlJLW 

OF THE UNIVERSITT OF OXFORD, 

9n a lost Volume of my Poems, which he desired mt /« 

replace, that he might add them to my other 

Works deposited in the Library. 



This Ode is rendered without rhyme, that it might 
more adequately represent the ori^al, which, iB 
Milton himself informs us, is of no certain measure. 
It may possibly for this reason disappoint the reader, 
though it cost the writer more labour than the trans* 
lation of any other piece in the whole collection;. 



STROPHE. 

^fy two-fold book. \ «vvi^e \a ^dorw » 
But double In toviVeT\\^. 
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Neat, but not curioiisly adorn 'd, 

Which, in his early youth, 
A poet gave, no lofty one in truth, 
although an earnest wooer of the Muse — 
Say while in cool Ausonian shades. 

Or British wilds he roam'd, 
Striking by turns his native lyre^ 

By turns the Daunian lute. 

And stepp'd almost in air. — 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Say, little book, what furtive hand 
Thee from thy fellow-books convey'd, 
What time, at the repeated suit 

Of my most learned friend, 
thee forth, an honoured traveller, 
our great city to the source of Thames, 

Ccerulean sire ! 
i rise the fountains, and the raptures ring, 
Of the Aonion choir, 
Durable as yonder spheres. 
And thraugh the endless lapse of years 
Secure to be admir'd P 

STROPHE II. 



Now what God, or Demigod, 
For Britain's ancient Genuis moV^; 
(If our afflicted Hn^ 
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lave expiated at length the guil^ iAoth 
Of her degenerate sons) 
Shall terminate our impions ftnds, 
And discipline, with hallow'd voice, recall i 
Rp.call the Muses too, 
Driv'n from their ancient seats 
. Albion, and well nigh from Albion's shore, 
And with keen Phoebean shafts 
Piercing th' unseemly birds, 
Whose talons menace us. 
Shall drive the Harpy race from Helicon afar. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

But thou, my book, though thou bast stray'd, 
Whether by treachery lost. 
Or indolent neglect, thy bearer's fault. 

From all thy kindred books, 
To some dark cell, or cave forlorn, 

Where thou endur'st, perhaps. 
The chafing of some hard untutor'd hand, 

Be comforted — 
For lo ! again the splendid hope appears 

That thou may'st yet escape 
The gulphs of Lethe, and on oary wings 
Mount to the everlasting coiuts of Jove ! 

STROPHE III. 

Since Rouse desires Wvce, Mv^eowj^^ 
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That, thoagh by promise his, 
Thou yet appear'st not in thy place 
kinong the literary noble stores, 

Giv'n to his care, 
lot, absent, leav'st his numbers incomplete. 
He, therefore, guardian vigilant 

Of that unperishing wealth, 
Jails thee to the interior shrine, his charge, 
V^here he intends a richer treasure far 
'han Ion kept (Ion, Erectheus' son 
Uustrious, of the fair CreUsa bom) 
D the resplendant temple of his God, 
'ripods of gold, and Delphic gifts divine., 

ANTISTROPHX. 

Haste, then, to the pleasant groves^ 
The Muses* fav'rite haunt ; 
Lesume thy station in Apollo's dome. 
Dearer to him 
lian Delos, or the fork'd Parnassian hill \ 

Exulting go, 
iince now a splendid lot is also thine, 
Lnd thou art sought by my propitious friend j 
For there thou shalt be read 
With authors of exalted note. 
Hie an«ient glorious lights of Greece and Rome.. 
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IPOOB. 

Te, then, my woiis, no longer vain, 
And worthless deem'd by me! 
Whatever tlSs sterU genius has produced 
Expect, at last, the rage of envy spent^ 
An unmolested happy home. 
Gift of kind Hermes, and my watchful friend. 
Where never flippant tongue profane 
Shall entrance find. 
And whence the coarse unlettered multitude 
Shall babble far remote. 
Perhaps some future distant age. 
Less ting'd with prejudice, and better taught^ 
Shall furnish minds of pow'r 
To judge more equally. 
Theut malice silenced in the tomb, 
Ck>oler heads and sounder hearts, 
Thanks to Rouse, if aught of praise 
I merit, shall with candour weigh the claim. 




17^ 
TRANSLATIONS 

OF 

THE ITALIAN POEMS. 



SONNET. 

Fair Lady, whose harmonious name the Rhine, 
Through all his grassy vale, delights to hear. 
Base were indeed the wretch, who could forbear 

To love a spirit elegant as thine. 

That manifests a sweetness all divine, 
Nor knows a thousand winning acts to spore. 
And graces, which Love's bow and arrows are, 

Temp'ring thy virtues to a softer shine. 

When gracefully thou speak'at, or singest gay, 
Such strains, as might the senseless forest move , 

Ah then — ^turu each his eyes, and ears, away, 
Who feels himself unworthy of thy love ! 

Grace can alone preserve him, ere the dart 

Of fond desire yet reach his inmost heart. 

SONETTO. 

Donna leggiadra, il cui bel nome honora 
L'herbosa val di Rheno, e il nobil varco, 
Bene ^ colui d'ogni valore scarco, 
Qual tuo spirto gentil non inna mora y 

Che dolcemente mostra si di fuora 




189 TRANSLATIONS FROM MILTON« 

De sui atti soavi giamai parco, 

£ i don,' che son d'amor saette ed aFCQ> 

La onde V altatua virtu s'infiora. 

Quando tu vaga parli, o lieta canti, 
Che mover possa duro alpestre legno, 
Guardi ciascun a gli occhi, ed a gli oreccKi 

L'entrata, chi di te si truova indegno ; 
Gratia sola di su gli vaglia, inanti 
Che'l disio amoroso al cuor s'invecchi. 

SONNET. 

As on a hill-top rude, when closing day 

Imbrowns the scene, some past'ral maiden fair 
Waters a lovely foreign plant with care, 
Borne from its native genial airs away, 
That scarcely can its tender bud display; 

So, on my tongue these accents, new, and rarQ 
Are flow'rs exotic, which Love waters there. 
While thus, O sweetly scornful ! I essay 
Thy praise, in verse to British ears unknown, 
And Thames exchange for Arno's fair domain j 
So Love has will'd, and ofttimes Love has sho^ 
That what he wills, he never wills in vain. 
Oh that this hard and steril breast might be, 
To Him, who plants from Heav'n, a soil as free ! 

SONETTO. 

QuAL in colle aspro, al imbrunir di sera» 
L* avezza gioviaetta pastorella 
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Va bagnando Therbetta strana e bella, 
Che mal si spande a disnsata spera, 
tor di sua natia alma primavera; 
Cosi Amor meco insii la lingua snella 
Desta U fior novo di strania favella, 
Mentre io di te vezzosamente altera, 
nto, dal mio buon popol non inteso, 
£1 bel Xamigi cangio col bel Amo. 
imor Io volse, ed io a V altnil peso, 
ppi, ch' Amor cosa mai volse indamo. 
Deh ! foss' il mio cuor lento, el daro seno, 
K chi pianta dal ciel, si buon terrene ! 

CANZONE. 

ny mock my toil— -the nymphs and am'roii& 



d whence this fond attempt to write, they cry, 

re songs in language that thou little know'st ? 

w dar'st thou risk to sing these foreign strains f 

r truly. Fmd'st not oft thy purpose cro8s*d 

d that thy fairest flowers, here fade and die f 

m with pretence of admiration high — 

se other shores expect, and other tides, 

'ers, on whose grassy sides 

r deathless laurel leaf, with which to bind 

Y flowing locks, ah^ady ^ame provides ; 

ly then tiiis burthen, better far declined ? 

itik Muse ! for me.— The fair one said^ who $idM 

n 
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MriUing heart, and all my fancy's flighti, 
lis b the language, in which Love delights/^ 

CANZONE. 

RiDORSi donne, e giovani amorosi 
M' accostandosi attorno,e perche scrivi, 
Perche tn scrivi in lingua ignota e strana 
Verseggiando d' amor, e come t' osi ? 
Dinne, se la tua speme sia mai vana, 
E de pensieri lo mig-lior t' arrivi ; 
Cosi mi van burlaudo, altri rivi 
Altri lidi t'aspettan, ed altre onde 
Nelle cui verdi sponde 
Spuntati ad hor, ad hor, a la tua chioma 
L' immoi'tal guiderdon d* eterne frondi : 
Perche alle spalle tue soverchia soma ? 

Canzon, dirotti, e tu per me rispondi ! 
Dice n^la Donna, e'l suo dir e il mio cuore : 
" Questad lingwa, di cui si vanta Amorc." 

SONNET 

TO CHABLES DIODATI. 

I'liARLEs — and I say it wond'ring — ^thonmustkm 
That I, who 0!icc assumM a scornful air, 
A I'd scoff'd at love, am fall'n in his snare. 



\ 
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(Fnll many an upright man has fallen so) 
Ye think me not thus dazzled by the flow 
Of golden locks, or damask cheek ; more rare 
The heart-felt beauties of ray foreign fair ; 
A mein majestic, with dark brows, that show 
The tranquil lustre of a lofty mind ; 
Words exquisite, of idioms more than one, 
And song, whose fascinating pow'r might bind, 
And from her sphere draw down the lab'ring Moon, 
With such fire-darting eyes, that should I fill 
My ears with wax, she would enchant me still. 

SONETTO. 

DiODATi, e te'l dir6 conmaraviglia, 
Quel ritroso io, ch'amor spreggiar sol^a, 
£ de suoi lacci spcsso mi rid^a, 
Gia caddi, ov'huom dabben talhor s'impiglia 
Ne treccie d* oro, ne guancia yirmiglia 
M' abbaglian si, ma sotto nova idea 
Pellegrina beliezza, chel cuor bea, 
Portamenti alti honesti, e nelle ciglia 
Quel sereno fulgor d' amalnl nero, 

Parole adorne, di lingua piu d'una, 

E'l cantar, che di mezzo I'hemispero 
Traviar ben puo la faticosa Luna, 

£ degli occhi suoi auventa si gran fuoco. 

Che Tincerar gli orecchi mi fia poco. 
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SONNET. 

hJLDY ! It cannot be, but^that thine eyes 

Must be my sun, such radiance they display. 
And strike me e'en as Phoebus him, whose wiy 
Through horrid Lybia's sandy desert lies. 
Meantime, on that side steamy vapours rise 

Where most I suffer. Of what kind are they, 
New as to me they are, I cannot say. 
But deem them, in the lover's language— sighs. 
Some, though with pain, my bosom close conceal*^ 
Which, if, in part escaping thence, they tend 
To soften thine, thy coldness soon congeals^ 
While others to my tearful eyes ascend. 
Whence my sad nights in show'rs are ever drownU 
Till my Aurora comes, her brow with roses boimd. 

SONETTO. 

Per certo i bei vosti-'occhi. Donna mia, 

Esser non puo, che non sian lo mio sole^ 
Si mi percuoton forte, come ei suole 
Per rai*ene di Libia, chi s'invia: 

Mcntre un caldo vapor (ne sent! pria) 
Da quel lato si spinge, ove mi duole, 
Che forse amaiiti nelle lor parole 
Chiaman sospu'4 10 non so che si sia: 

Parte rinchiusa, e turbida si cela 

Scosso mi il petto, e poi n*uscendo poct» 



\ 
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Quivi d' attorno o s'agghiaccia, o s'ingiela ; 
Ma quanto a gli occhi giunge a trovar loco 

Tutte le notti a me suol far piovose 
Finche mia Alba rivien, colma, di rose. 

SOiNNET. 

Bnamour'd, artless, young, on foreign ground, 
Uncertain whither from myself to fly, 
To thee, dear lady, with an humble sigh 
Let me devote my heart, which I have found 
By certain proofs, not few, intrepid, sound, 

Good, and addicted to conceptions high . 
When tempests shake the world, and lire the sky, 
It rests in adamant self: wrapt around, 
As safe from envy, and from outrage rude, 
From hopes and fears, that vulgar minds abuse, 
As fond of genius, and flx'd fortitude. 
Of the resounding Ijn-e, and every Muse. 
Weak you will find it in one only part. 
Now pierc'd by Love's immedicable dart. 

SONETTO. 

GiovANE piano, e semplicetto amantc, 

Pio che fuggir me stesso in dubbio sono, 
Madonna, a voi del mio cuorl'humil dono 
Faro divoto; io certo a prove tante 

ii'hebbi fcdp'e, intrcpido, costante 
& s 




De pensieri leggi^dro, accorto, e buono ; 

Quando rugge il gran mondo, e scocca U tuono 

S' arma di se, e d* intero diamante, 
Xanto del forse, e d' invidia sicnro, 

Di timori, e speranze al popol use 

Quanto d'ingegno, e d'alto valor vago, 
^ di cetta sonora, e delle Muse : 

Sol troverete in tal parte men durOf 

Ove Araor mise I'insanabil ago. 



EPITAPH 

ON 

MRS. M. HIGGms, OF JVESTOjX. 

[1791.] 

Laurels may flourish round the conq'ror's toml 
But happiest they, who win the world to come : 
Believers have a silent field to fight, 
And their exploits are veilM from human sight 
They in some nook, where little known they dwell 
Kneel, pra^' in faith, and rout the hosts of Hell^ 
Eternal triumphs crown their toils divine, 
And all those triumphs, Mary, now are thme. 
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THE RETIBED CAT. 

[1791.] 

A Post's Cat, sedate and grave 
As peet well could wish to have. 
Was much addicted to inquire 
For nooks to which she might retire. 
And where, secure as mouse in chink, 
9fae might repose, or sit and think. 
t know not where she caught the trick- 
Nature perhaps herself had cast her 
In such a mould PHiLosopfliquK, 
Or else she learn'd it of her Master. 
Sometimes ascending, dehonair, 
An aj^e-tree, or lofty pear, 
Lodg'd with convenience in the fork, 
She watch'd the gard'ner at his work; 
Sometimes her ease and solace sought 
In an old empty wat*ring-pot. 
There wanting nothing, save a fan, 
To seem some nymph in her sedan 
Appareird in exactest sort, 
And ready to be borne to court. 

But love of change it seems has placi 
Not only in our wiser race ; 
Cats also feel, as well as we, 
That passion's force, and so did she.. 
Her climbing, she began to find, 
l^xpoB'd her too much to the wind. 
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And the old utensil of tin 
Was cold and comfortless within : 
She, therefore, wish!d instead of thoi 
Some place of more serene repose, 
Where neither cold might come, nor 
Too rudely wanton with her haur, 
And sought it in the likeliest mode 
Within her master's snug abode. 

A draw'r, it chanc'd, at bottom lin' 
With linen of the softest kind, 
With such as merchants introduce 
From India, for the ladies* use, 
A draw'r impending o'er the rest, 
Half open in the topmost chest. 
Of depth enough, and none to spare. 
Invited her to slumber there ; 
Puss with delight, beyond expression, 
Survey'd the scene and took possessii 
Recumbent at her ease, erelong. 
And luU'd by her own humdrum song, 
She left the cares of life behind. 
And slept as she would sleep her last, 
When in came, housewifely inclin'd. 
The chambermaid, and shut it fast. 
By no malignity impell'd, 
But all unconscious whom it held. 

Awaken'd by the shock, (cried Pua 
" Was ever cat attended thus ! 
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'' The open draw V was left, I lee, 

** Merely to prove a nest for me, 

" For soon as I was well compos'd, 

" Then came the maid, and it was eIos*d. 

" How smooth these ^kerchiefs and how tmttii 

" Oh what a delicate retreat! 

" I will resign myself to rest 

** Till Sol declining in the west, 

*' Shall call to supper, when, no doobt, 

** SosMi will come and let me out** 

The evening came, the son descended^ 
And puss remain'd still unattended. 
The night roU'd tardily away, 
(With her indeed 'twas never day) 
The sprightly mom her course renewed, 
The evening gray again ensu'd. 
And puss came into mind no more, 
Than if entos^'d the day before, 
With hunger pineh'd, and pinoh'd for room. 
She now presa^'d af^proachingdoon. 
Nor slept a single wink, or purr'd, 
Conscious of jeopardy inootr'd. 

That night, by chance, the poet watching, 
Heard an inexplicaUe scratching ; 
His noble heart went pit-a-pat, ' 

And to himself he said " what's that ?" 

He drew the curtain at his side, 

And forth he peep'd, but nothing spied. 
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Yet, by his ear directed, guess'd 
Something imprisoned in the chest, 
And, doubtful what, with pradent can 
ResoIV'd it should continue there. 
At length, a voice which well he Imen 
A long and melancholy mew, 
Saluting his poetic ears, 
ConsoPd him and dispelled his fears; 
He left his bed, he trod the floor, 
He *gan in haste the draw'rs explore, 
The lowest first, and without stop 
The rest in order to the top. 
For *tis a truth well known to most, 
That whatsoever thing is lost. 
We seek it, ere it come to light, 
In ev'ry cranny but the right. 
Forth skipp'd the cat, not now repleti 
As erst with airy self-conceit. 
Nor in her own fond apprehension 
A theme for all the world's attentioB, 
But modest, sober, cur'd of all 
Her notions hyperbolical. 
And wishing for a place of rest, 
Any thing rather than a chest. 
Then stepp'd the poet into bed 
With this reflection in his head. 

MORAL. 

Beware of too sublime a sense 

Of your own worth and consequenet 



TARDLXr OAK. If 1 

e man who dreams himself so great, 
d his importance of such weight, 
at all around in all that's done 
■t move and act for Him alone, 
11 learn in school of tribulation 
e ioOj of his expectation. 



TARDLET OAK. 

[1791.] 

>R sole, and hardly such, of all, 

Ihr'd here, thy brethren, at my birth, 

ich I number threescore wintt;rs past,) ^ 

1 veteran, hollow-trunk'd perhaps, ij 

nd with excoriate forks deform, 1 

^ges! Could a mind, imbued | 

from Heaven, created thing adore, \ 

th rev'rence kneel, and worship thee. ; 

idolatry with some excuse, i 

forefather Druids in theur oaks ,' 

inctity. The conscience, yet ; , 

by an authentic act ; j 

ft the meed of blood divine, 
;he light, but, gloomy, into gloom 

shades, like Adam after taste 
)scrib'd, as to a refuge, fled. 

st a bauble once ; a cup and ball, 
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Which babes might play with ; and the tUeildi jay. 
Seeking her food, with ease might havB portoin'd 
The auburn nut that held thee, ffwallowing down 
Thy yet closed-folded latitude of boughs^' 
And all thine embryo Tastness at a gulp. 
But Fate thy grow^ decreed; antnmnal rains 
Beneath thy parent tree mellow'd the soD 
Designed thy cradle ; and a ridppiug deer. 
With pointed hoof dibbling the glebe, prqpar'd 
The soft receptacle, in which, secure, 
Thy rudiments should sleep the winter throng^. 

So Fancy dreams. Disprove it. If ye can. 
Ye reas'ners broad awake, whose bniy seaiefa 
Of argument, employed too oft amiss. 
Sifts half the i^gasures of short life away ! 

Thou fell'st mature ; and in the loamy clod 
Swelling with vegetative force instinct 
Didst burst thine egg, as theirs the fabled Twim^ 
Now stars ; two lobes, protruding, psJr'd exact; 
A leaf succeeded, and another leaf. 
And, all the elements thy puny growth 
Fost'ring propitious, thou becam'st a twig. 

Who liv'd, when thou wast such ? Oh, conldstthoii 
speak. 
As in Dodona once thy kindred trees 
Oracular, I would not curious ask 
The future, best unknovnck.Wl^V^SaL^ monfii 
/oguisitive, the leaa am^n^oi^ v^*^ 
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By thee I mighlt correct, erroneous oft, 
The clock of history, facts and events 
Timing more punctual, unrecorded facts 

RecovVing, and mistated setting right 

Desp'rate attempt till trees shall speak again ! 

Time made thee what thou wast, king of the woods ; 
And Time hath made thee what thou art — a cave 
For owls to roost in. Once thy spreading boughs 
O'erhung the champaign ; and the num'rous flocks. 
That firraz'd it, stood beneath that ample cope 
Uncrowded, yet safe-shelter'd from the storm. 
No flock frequents thee now. Thou hast outliv'd 
Thy popularity, and art become 
(Unless verse rescue tliee awhile) a thmg 
Forgotten, as the foliage of thy youth. 

While thus through all the stages thou hast push'd 
Of treeship— first a seedling, hid in grass ; 
Then twig ; then sapling ; and, as cent'ry roU'd 
Slow after century, a giant-bulk 
Of girth enormous, with moss-cushion'd root 
Upheav'd above the soil, and sides emboss'd 
With prominent wens globose — ^till at the last 
The rottenness, which time is charg'd to inflict 
On other mighty ones, found also thee. 

What exhibitions various hath the yjotViV 

Witnessed of mutability m all 

That we account most durable "below \ 
s 
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Change is the diet on which all subsist. 
Created changeable, and change at last 
Destroys them. Skies uncertain now the heat 
Transmitting cloudless^ and the solar beam 
Now quenching in a boundless sea of clouda^ 
Calm and alternate storm, moisture and drought, 
Invigorate by turns the firings of life 
In all that live, plant, animal, and man, 
And in conclusion mar them. Nature's dureads, 
Fine passing thought, e'en in her coarsest work>, 
Delight in agitation, yet sustain. 
The force, that agitates, not unimpaBr'd; 
But, worn by frequent impulse, to the cause 
Of their best tone their dissolution owe. 

Thought cannot spend itself, comparing still 
The great and little of thy lot, thy growth 
From almost nullity into a state 
Of matchless grandeur, and declennon thence, 
Slow, into such magnificent decay. 
Time was, when, settling on thy leaf, a fly 
Could shake thee to the root — and time has betv 
When tempests could not. At thy firmest age 
Thou hadst within thy bole solid contents. 
That might have ribb'd the sides and plank'd the deel 
Of some flagg'd admiral ; and tortuous arms. 
The shipwright's darling treasure, didst present 
To tkt four-quftitev*d i^tids, robust and bo1d» 
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Wtaip^d into ton^ koee^mber * many a load ! 
Bat the axe spar'd thet. In those thr^tr days 
Oaks fell not, hewn by thousands, to supply 
The bottomless demands of contest, wag'd 
For senatorial honours. Thus to Time 
The task was left to whittle thee away 
Witk his sly scythe, whose ever-nibbling adga, 
Noiseless, an atom, and an atom more, 
Dbjoining from the rest, has, ttnobsarv'd, 
AchieT'd a labour, which had far and wide. 
By man peiform'd, made ail the forest ring. 

Emboweird now, and of thy ancient self 
Possessing naught but the scoop'd rind, thM seett 
An huge throat, calling to the clouds for drink. 
Which it would giv6 in rivulets to thy root, 
Thou temptest none, bnt rather much forbidd*!! 
The feller's toil, which thou ooiddst ill i«qaltto. 
Tet b thy root sincere, sound as the rock, 
A quarry of stout spars, and knotted fangs. 
Which, crook'd into a thousand whimsies, clasp 
The stubborn «oi1, and hold thee still erect. 

So stands a kingdom, whose foundation yet 
FaBs not, in virtue and in wisdom laid. 
Though all the superstructure, by the tooth 
Puhreria'd of venality, a shell 
Stands now, and semblance only of itself! 

* Knee>Timber is found in the crooked «raA ol qiat^''<iV&ga&>>^ 
ntuoa of their distortion, are eauW »d^«&\«i&.\A^OBi&«»VA^"<i^^^ 
«tf when the deck aod the ship*t ^dea meet. 
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Thine arms have left thee. Winda have renttbett 

oflf 
Long since, and rovers of the forest wild 
With bow and shaft, have burnt them. Some hav^ 

left 
A splinter'd stump, bleach'd to a snowy white; 
And some, memorial none where once they g;rew. 
Tet life still lingers in thee, and puts forth 
Proof not contemptible of what she can, 
Even where death predominates. The spring 
Finds thee not less alive to her sweet force 
Than yonder upstarts of the neighb'riag wood, 
So much thy juniors, who their birth received 
Half a millennium since the date of thine. 

But since, although well qualified by age 
To teach, no spirit dwells in thee, nor voice 
May be expected from thee, seated here 
On thy distorted root, with hearers none. 
Or prompter, save the scene, I will perform 
Myself the oi-acle, and will discourse 
In my own ear such matter as I may. 

One man alone, the father of us all, 
Drew not his life from woman ; never gaz*d. 
With mute unconsciousness of what he saw, 
On all around him ; learn'd not by degrees. 
Nor ow'd articulation to his ear; 
But, moulded by his Maker into man 
At OMce, up»toodinle\\\5!ftii\.,^\a^c^'^ 
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ill ereatnTM, wftli precision understood 

Their purport, uses, proptr^s, assigned 

To each his name significant, and« ilH'd 

With love and wisdom, rendered back to Heav*n 

In Upraise harmonious the first air he drew. 

He was ezcus'd the penalties of dull 

Minority. No tutor eharg'd bis hand 

H^th the thought-tracing quill, ortask*d his mind 

With problems. History, not wanted yet, 

Lean'd on her elbow, watching Time, whose course, 

Bventfied, riimild supply her with a theme }— 



TO 

THE NIGHTINGALE, 

WmCB TBS AUTHOR HEARD SIHG OV 9BW 
tear's DAT. 

[1792.] 

Wbevcx if it, that amaz'd I hear 
From yonder wither'd spray, 

This foremost mom of all the year, 
The melody of May ? 

And why, since thousands would be proud 

Of such a favour shown. 
Am I selected from the crowd, 

To witness it alone ? 



192 T0 TRX fnGUT[llQi.LX, 

Sing'st thou, sweet FbUomel to i 
For that 1 alKi long 

Have pracljs'd in tlie groves like 
Though not like thee in sod 

Or aing'^t thou ralher under forei 
Of .^ome divine command, 

Commission 'd.to presage a coun 
Of b&ppier days at hand ? 



Thrice welcome thers ! for many 
Ami joyleea year have I, 

As thou to-day, put forth my son 
Beneath a wiotry ^ky. 

But thee no wintry skios can ba] 
Who only need'st to sing, 

To make ev'n January chann. 
And ev'jy season Spring. 
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LINES, 

Written for insertion^ in a coUedion ofhand^writ, 
and signatures made by Miss Pattys sitter of 
Hannah More. 

[March 6, 1792.] 

In vain fo live from age to age, 
While modern bards endeavour, 

I write my name in Patty's page, 
And gain my point forever. 

W. COWPER 



EPITAPH 

ON 

.1 free but tame Redbreast, a favourite of 
Miss Sally Hurdis. 

[March, 1792.] 

Thxse are not dew-drops, these are tears, 

And tears by Sally shed 
For absent Robin, who she fears, 

With too much cause, is dead. 

One morn she came not to her hand 
As he was wont to come, 
nd on her fj/is;er perch' d, lo ^XBlW^ 
Pickino: his breakfast-crurcJV». 



.wm 



Alami^d she cbI]*i1 blm, and perpSeiJ 
She sought kiiq, but iti vain. 

That day he came not, nor the next 
Nor e^er came again. 



Sbe, therefore, mU'd him here a lom 
Thougli where he fell, or how* 

None knows, so secret was hh doon 
Nor where he moolders dow. 



Had half a ^ore Qf coi^combs died 
In social Robin's stead, 

Poor Sally's lean had soon been dri 
Or haf Jy nei-'er abed. 

But Bob was neither rudely bold, 

Nor spiriUe&5iy tume j 
Nor wm, like theirs, hia bosom colt^ 

Bnt atways in a flame. 
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SiONNET, 

TO 

WILLIAM WILBERFORCE, ESQ. 

[,3prU 16, 1792.] 

Tht countiy, Wilberforce, with just disdain, 
Hears thee by cruel mcu and impious call'd 
Fanatic, for thy zeal to loose the enthralPd 

From eiile, public sale, and slavery's chain. 
Friend of the poor, the wrong'd, the fetter-gall'd, 

Fear not lest labour sucli as thine be vain. 
Thou hast achiev'd a part ', hast ^ain'd the ear 

Of Britain's senate to thy glorious cause ; 

Hope smiles, joy springs, and tho' cold caution panM 
And weave delay, the better hour is near 
That shall remunerate thy toils severe 

By peace for Afric, fenc'd with British laws. 

Enjoy what thou hast won, esteem and love 
From all the just on earth, and all the Blest abovt. 



EPIGRAM. 

(Printed in the Northampton Mercury.) 

To purify their wine some people bleed' 
A lamb into the barrel, and succeed ; 



202 TO DR. AVSTUr. 

No nostram, planters say, is half so gckod 

To make fine sugar, as a negro*< blood. 

Kow Iambi and negroes botib are harmless things. 

And thence perhaps this wond'rous virtue springs 

*Tis in the blood of innocence alone— 

Oood cause why planters never liy their own. 



TO 

DR. AUSTIN, 

OF eXCIL STREET, LOVDOIf. 

(JMay 26, 1702.] 

AvsTiir ! accept a grateful verie from me, 
The poet^s treasure, no inglorious fee ! 
Lov'd by the Moses, thy ingenaou^ mind 
Pleasing requital in my verse ihay find ; 
Verse c^ has dash'd the scythe of time aside, 
Immortalizing names which else had died; 
And O ! could I command the glittering weaKh 
With which sick kings are glad to purchase heiMi 
Yet, if extensive fame, and sure to live. 
Were in the power of verse like mine to give, 
I would not recompense his art with less, 
Who, giving Mary health, heals my distress. 

Friend of my fnend!* I love thee, tho* imbKni 
And boldly cail thee, being his, my own. 



203 



SONNET, 

ADDRESSED TO 

OLLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ. 

[June 2. 1792.] 

y tenderness fmternal shown, 

i-st interview, delightful guest! 

Y and me for her dear sake distress'd, 

has made my heart thy own, 

iless now of new engagements grown )^ 

jescore winters make a wintry breast, 

id purpos'd ne'er to go in quest 

ip more, except with God alone. 

I hast won me ; nor is God my foe, 

9 last afflictive scene began, 

!e to mitigiite the dreadful Mow, 

her, by whose sympathy I know 

;erts infallibly to scan, 

admire the bard than love the man. 



204 
C A T H A R I N A : 

THE SECOND PART. 

On her Marriage to Gtorge Courtenay, JSif . 
[June, 1792.] 

BiLtEYS it or not, as you choose, 

The doctrine is certainly true, 
That the future is known to the muse, 

And poets are oracles too. 
I did but express a desire, 

To see Catharina at home, 
At the side of my friend George's fire, 

And lo — she is actually come. 

Such prophecy some may despise. 

But the wish of a poet and friend 
Perhaps Is approv'd in the skies, 

And therefore attains to its end. 
'Twas a wish that flew ardently forth 

From a bosom effectually warmed 
With the talents, the graces, and worth 

Of the person for whom it was form'tf- 

Maria* would leave us, I knew. 

To the grief and regret of us all. 

But less to our grief, could we view 
Catharina the Quocn of the Hall. 



AN EPITAPH. 205 

And therefore I wish'd as I did, 

And therefore this union of hands 

Not a whisper was heard to forbid, 
But all cry — Amen — ^to the bans. 

Since therefore I seem to incur 

No danger of wishing in vain, 
When making good wishes for Her, 

I will e'en to my wbhes again — 
With one I have made her a Wife, 

And now I will try with another. 
Which I canuot suppress for my life — 

How soon I can make her a Mother. 



AN EPITAPH. 

[1792.] 

Here lies one who never drew 
Blood himself, yet many slew ; 
Gave the gun its aim, and figure 
Made in field, yet ne'er puird trigger. 
Arm'd men have gladly made 
Him their guide, and him obey'd, 
At his signifi'd desire, 
Would advance, present, and Fire — 
Stout he was, and large of limb, 
Scores have fled at sight of him ; 
And to all this fame he rose 
O/i/y /bUowing his ]So»e. 



!i06 EriTxru ok For. 

Neptune was he calPd, not He 
Who controls the boisterous sea, 
But of happier conunand, 
Neptune of the furrowed land ; 
And your wonder vain to shorten. 
Pointer to Sir John TknMJanorton, 



EPITAPH ON FOP, 

A DOG BELONGING TO LADY THBOCKHOBTON. 
[^UgtMt, 1792.] 

Though once a puppy, and though Fop by nan 
Here moulders One whose bones some honouroliii 
No sycophant, although of spaniel race, 
And though no hound, a martyr to the chase^ 
Ye squirrels, rabbits, leverets, rejoice. 
Tour haunts no longer echo to his voice ; 
This record of his fate exulting view. 
He died worn out with vain pursuit of yon. 

" Yes—" the indignant shade of fop replies— 
" And worn with vain pnrsuit Man also diet." 



sa7 

SONNET. 

TO 

GEORGE ROMNET, ESQ. 

ON 

Uipiehat of me in Crayom^ drawn at Eartham ib 
the 61«f year of my age, and in the morUfu of^vh 
gud and September [179S.] 

iOetober, 1792.] 

toMnr, eipert infallibly to trace 

Oo chart or canvass, not the form alone 
And femblance, but, bovrever faintly shown, 
lie mind's impression too on every face- 
nth strokes that time ought never to erase. 

Tboii hast so pencOrd mine, that though I own 
The subject worthless, I have never known 
he artist shining with superior grace. 

at thb I mark— that sjrmptoms none of wo 

In thy incomparable work appear. 
reU— I am satisfied it should be so, 

Since, on maturer thou^ the cause is clear ; 

'or in my looks what sorrow couldst thou tee 
Vhen I was Haley's guest, and sat to Thee ? 
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RECEIVING HAYLEY' S PICTURE. 

{Jarmaryt 1793.] 

In language warm as could be breath*d or penn'd 
Thy picture speaks th' Original my Friend, 
Not by those looks that indicate thy mind — 
They only speak thee Friend of all mankind ; 
Expression here more soothing still I see, 
That Friend of a// a partial Friend to me. 



EPITAPH 

ON 

MR. CHESTER, OF CHICHELEY, 

l^prU, 1793.] 

Tears flow, and cease not, where the good man liei 
Till all who knew him follow to the skies. 
Tears therefore fall where Chester's ashes sleep; 
Him wife, friends, brothers, children, servant^we«p- 
And justly — few shall ever him transcend 
As husband, parent, brother, master, friend. 



«09 
A PLANT OP VIRGIN»S BOWER, 

PIIIOHSO TO COTXR A «A)U>IH-SX1T. 

[Springof 1793.] 

Tmivi gentle plant ! juid weave a bow> 

For Mary and for me. 
And deck with many a splendid flow'r 

Thy foliage lai^ and finee. 

Thou cam*8t from Eartham, And wilt shade 

(If truly I divine) 
Some fatore day th* Ulostrious head 

Of Him who made thee mine. 

Should Daphne show a jealous firown^ 

And Envy seize the Bay. 
Affirming none so fit to crown 

Such honour'd brows as they. 

Thy cause with seal we shall defend. 

And with convincing powV ; 
For why should not the Virgin's Friend 

Be crown'd with Virgo's bow'r f 




216 INSCRIPTION. 

TO MY COUSIN, 

ANNE BODHAM, 

ON 

Receiving from her a Network Purse, made by> 

[May 4, 1793.] 

My gentle Anne, whom heretofore, 
When I was young, and thou no more 

Than plaything for a nurse, 
I danc'd and fondled on my knee, 
A kitten both in size and glee, 

I thank thee for my purse. 

Gold pays the worth of all things here ; 
But not of love ;— that gem's too dear 

For richest rogues to win it ; 
I, therefore, as a proof of love, 
Esteem thy present far above 

The best things kept within it 



INSCRIPTION 

For an Hermitage in the Author** Garden 

[May, 1793.] 

This cabin, Mary, m tK^ ^V^Vsl iL^i^ears 
JBuilt, as it has been, m out Nqwaiv^i^M 



TO MRS. imwiN. 211 

A rest aflforded to our weary feet, 
Preliminaiy to — the last retreat. 



TO MRS. UNWIN. 
[May, 1793.] 

tf ART ! I want a lyre with other strings, 

Such aid (rom heav'n as some have feign'd thty 
drew, 

An eloquence scarce giv'n to mortals, new 
knd undebas'd by praise of meaner things, 
[liat ere through age or wo I shed my wings, 

I may record thy worth with honour due. 

In Terse as musical as thou art true, 
Uid that immortalizes whom it sings. 

tut thou hast little need. There is a book 
By seraphs writ with beams of heav'nly light, 

fn which the eyes of God not rarely look, 
A chronicle of actions just and bright ; 

liere all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine, 

did, since thou own'st that praise, I spare thee mine. 



tl^ 



JOHN JOHNSON, 

09 

J9ii praenting me with an antique tnu 
[May, 1793.] 

KivsMAV beloved, and as a son, by me ! 
When I behold this fruit of thy regai 
The sculptar'd form of my old fav'ri 

I rev'rence feel for him, and love for tb 

Joy too -and grief. Much joy that ther< 
Wise men and learn'd, who grudge n 
With some applause my bold attempt 

Which others scorn : Critics by courtes; 

The grief b this, that sunk in Homer's i 
I lose my precious years now soon t( 

Handling his gold, which, howso'er it S: 
Proves dross, when balanc'd in the Ck 

Be wiser thou — like our forefather Don 

Seek heav*nly wealth, and work for Go 
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A YOUNG FRIEND, 

ON 

His arriving at Cambridge wet, when no rain 
had fallen there. 

[Jtfay, 1793.] 

If Gideon's fleece, which drench'd with dew he 
found. 
While moisture none refresh'd the herbs around, 
Blight fitly represent the Church, endow 'd 
With heav'nly gifts, to Heathens not allew'd ; 
In pledge, perhaps, of favours from on high 
Thy locks were wet when others' locks were diy. 
Heav'n grant us half the omen — may we see 
Not drought on otliers, but much dew on thee ! 



A TALE. 

[June, 1793.] 

In Scotland's realm where trees are few, 
Nor even shrubs abound ; 

But where, however bleak the view. 
Some better things are found, 




lS14 A TALX. 

For husband there and wife may boast 

Their anion ondefil'd. 
And false ones are as rare almost 

As hedge-rows in the wild. 

In Scotland's realm, foriom and hare, 
The hist'iy chanc*d of late — 

This btst'iy of a wedded Pahr, 
A chaffinch and his mate. 

The spring drew near, each felt a breast 
With genial instinct filPd ; 

They paired, and would have buih a nest, 
But found not where to build. 

The heaths uncovered, and the moon, 
Except with snow and sleet. 

Sea-beaten rocks, and naked shores 
Could yield them no retreat. 

Long time a breeding-place they loagfat, 
Till both grew vext and tir'd ; 

At length a ship arriving, brought 
The good so long desir'd. 

A ship !— Hsould such a restless thing 
Afford them place of rest ? 

Or was the merchant charg'd to bring 
The homeless birds a nest ? 

Hush— SUenl hevren ^TotiVm^cMl— 
This racer oi ^kifc wa^ 



A TALS. 215 

Prov*d kinder to them than the coast. 
It senr'd them with a Tree. 

But inch a tree ! *twas shaven deal. 

The tree they call a Mast, 
And had a hollow with a wheel 

Through which the taeUe passed. 

Within that cavity aloft. 

Their roofless home they fix*d, 
Form'd with materiab neat and soft 

Bents, wool, and feathers mixt 

Foot iv*iy eggs soon pave its floor, 

Jfhh russet specks hedight — 
The vessel weighs, forsakes the shoMv 

And lessens to the sight 

The mother-bird is gone to sea. 

As she had changed her kind ; 
But goes the male ? Far wiser, he 

Is doubtless left behind ? 

No-— Soon as from ashore he saw 

The winged mansion move, 
He flew to reach it, by a law 

Of never-failing love. 

Then perching at his consort's side, 

Was briskly borne along, 
The blHowB and the blast defied. 
And cbeer'd bew witti a songw 
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Tlie seaman with sincere delight. 
His feather'd shipmates eyes, 

Scarce less exulting in the sight 
Than when he tows a prize. 

For seamen much believe in signs, 
And from a chance so new, 

Each some approaching good divines, 
And may his hopes be true ! 

Hail, honoured land ! a desart where 
Not even birds can hide, 

Yet parent of this loving pair 
Whom nothing could divide. 

• 
And ye who, rather than resign 

Your matrimonial plan, 

Were not afraid to plough the brine 

In company with Man. 

For whose lean country much disdain 
We English often show, 

Yet from a richer nothing gain 
But wantonness and wo. 

Be it your fortune, year by year, 
The same resource to prove, 

And may ye, sometimes landing here. 
Instruct us how to love ! 




TO WILLIAM RAYLEY, ESQ. 217 

llUt iaie it founded on an article of intelligence which 
the author found in the Buckinghamshire Herald 
for Saturday J June 1, 1793, in the following words. 

Glasgow^ May 23. 
In a block, or pulley, near the head of the mast 
of a gabert, now lying at the Broomielaw, there is a 
chaffinch's nest and four eggs. The nest was built 
vrhile the vessel lay at Greenock, and was followed 
hither by both birds. Though the block is occa- 
sionally lowered for the inspection of the curious, 
the birds have not forsaken the nest. The cock, 
however, visits the nest but seldom, while the hen 
never leaves it but when she descends to the hull 
for food. 

TO 

WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ. 
[June 29, 1793.] 

Dear architect of fine chateaux in air. 
Worthier to stand forever, if they could, 
Thau any built of stone, or yet of wood. 

For back of royal elephant to bear ! 

O for permission from the skies to share. 
Much to my own, though Utile to thy good. 
With thee (not subject to the jealous mood ! ) 

A partnership of literary ware ! 




218 ON ▲ 8PAHUL. 

But I am bankrupt now; and doom'd hencdblihr 
To drudge, in descant dry, on others' lays ; 

Bards, I acknowledge, of unequaird worth T 
But what is commentator's happiest praise ? 

That he has furnish'd lights for other eyes. 
Which they, who need them, use, and then despif 



ON 

A SPANIEL, CALLED BEAU. 

KILLING A YOUNG BIRD. 

[July 16, 1793.] 

A Spaniel, Beau, that fares like you. 

Well-fed, and at his ease. 
Should wiser be than to pursue 

Each trifle that he sees. 

But you have kill'd a tiny bird, 

Which flew not till to-day. 
Against my orders, whom you heai'd 

Forbidding you the prey. 

Kor did you kill that you might eat. 

And ease a doggish pain, 
For bim, though.chas'd with furkras beat« 

You kft where he was slain. 




BSAV*S RBPLT. 

Nor was he of the thievish loK, 
Or one whom blood allures, 

Bnt innocent was all his sport 
Whom you hare torn for yours. 

My dog ! what remedy remains^ 
Since, teach you all f can, 

I see you, after all my pains, 
So much resemble Man ? 



BEAU'S REPLY. 

Sir, when I flew to seize the bird 

In spite of your command, 
A louder voice than yours I heard. 

And harder to withstand. 

ITou cried — ^forbear— but in my breast 
A mightier cried — ^proceed — 

*Twas nature. Sir, whose strong behest 
Tmpeird me to the de^ 

Yet much as nature I respect, 
I ventur'd once to break, 
As you perhaps may recollect) 
Her precept for your sake ; 

id when your linnet on a day. 
Passing his prison door. 




£2S0 ANSWER TO STAKZAS., 

Had fltttter'd all his strength swa/r 
And panting pressed the floor. 

Well knowing him a sacred thing,. 

Not destined to my tooth, 
I only kiss'd his ruffled wing, 

And lick'd the feathers smooth. 

Let my obedience then excuse 

My disobedience now, 
Nor some reproof yourself refuse 

From your aggriev'd Bow-wow ; 

If killing birds be such a crime, 
(Which I can hardly see,) 

What think you, Sir, of killing Time 
With verse addressed to me ? 



ANSWER 

TO 

Stanzas addressed to Lady Hesketh, by Miss Calh 
Fanshato, in returning a Poem of Mr. Cow 
per'Sy lent to her on condition she shovdd 
neither shmo it, nor take a copy, 

[1793.] . 

To be remembered thus is fame, 
And in the first degree; 




COUNT fiRATMVA. SSI 

And did the /eto like her the same, 
The press might sleep for me. 

So Homer, in the mepi*ry stored 

Of man^ a Grecian belle, 
Was once preserved — a richer hoard, 

But never lodg'd so well. 



TO 

THE SPANISH ADMIBA£, 

COUNT GRAVINA, 

ON 

Hii translating the Author's Song on a I 
into Italian Vert^ 

[1793.] 

Mr rose, Gravina, blooms anew, 
And, steep'd not now in rain, 

But in Castalian streams by Yon, 
Will never fade again. 



V2 
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ow 
FLAXMAN'S PENELOPE, 

[Septttnber, 1793.] 

The suitors sinn'd, but with a fair excuse, 
Whom all this elegance might well seduce ; 
Nor can our censure on the husband fall, 
Who, for a wife so lovely, slew them all. 



ON 

RECEIVING HEYNE'S VIRGIL 

FROM MR. HATLET. 

[October, 1793.] 

I SHOULD have deem'd it once an effort vain, 
To sweeten more sweet Maro's matchless straio, 
But from that error now behoM me free, 
Since I receiv'd him as a gift from Thee. 



^^^H ^^H ^ 
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TO MARY. 

lAutumn of 1798.] 

The twentieth year is well nigh past, 
Since first our sky was overcast, 
Ah would that this might be the last ! 

My Mary ! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 

I see them daily weaker grow 

Twas my distress that brought thee low, 
My Mary! 

Thy needles, once a shining store, 
For my sake restless heretofore, 
^ow rust disus'd, and shine no more, 

My Mary I 

For thpugh thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind office for me still, 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will, 

My Maiyi 

But well thou play'dst the housewife's part, 
And all thy threads, with magic art. 
Have wound themselves about this heart. 
My Maiy! 

Thy indistinct expression seem 
Like language uttered m a dte%xa*, 




i{24 TO WARY. 

Yet me they charm, whate'r the theme, 

MyMaiy! 

Thy silver locks once auburn bright. 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light. 

My Mary ? 

For could I view nor them nor thee. 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

MyMaiy: 

Partakers of thy sad decline. 
Thy hands their little force resign ; 
Yet gently prcst, press gently mine. 

My Mary! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou prov'st. 
That now at every step thou mov*st. 
Upheld by two, yet still thou 4ov*8t, 

MyMaiy! 

And still to love, though prest with l\f. 
In wint'ry age to feel no chill, 
With me is to be lovely still, 

My Mary ! 

But ah ! by constant heed I know, 
How oft (he ftadxi«5s& ^^^V ^\\a\x , 




MONTES GLACIALXS. 225 

Transforms thy smiles to looks of wo, 

My Mary! 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past. 
Thy worn-out heart will break at last, 

My Mary J 



MONTES GLACIALES, 

IN OCEANO OEIIMANICO NATANTE8 

[March 11, 1799.] . 

En, quae prodigia, ex oris allata, remotis, 
Oras adveniunt pavefacta per aequora nostras 
Noo £quidem priscae saeclum rediisse videtur 
Fyrrfiee, cum Proteus pecus altos vlsere montes 
Et Sylvas, egit. Sed tempora vix leviora 
Adsunt, evulsi qiiando radicitiis alti 
In mare descendunt montes, fluctusque pererrant. 
Quid verd hoc^monstri est magis et mirabile visu ? 
Splendentes video, ceu pulchro ex sere vel auro 
Conflatos, rutilisque accinctos undique gemmis, 
Bacc^ cffirule^, et flammas imitante pyropo. 
Ex oriente adsunt, ubi gazas optima tellus 
Partarit omnigenas, quibus aeva per omnia sumptu 
Ingenti finxdre sibi diadematareges^ 
VJx hoc crediderim. JNTon fallunt la\\«u acvA.o^ 



SSd HOKTES OLACIALES. 

Mercatorem oculos : prius et qnito littora Gugis 
Liquissent, avidis gratissima pneda fuissent 
Ortos nnde putemusi An illos Ves'rias atrox 
Protulit, ignivomisve ejecit faacibos JEttUi ? 
Luce micast propria, Phcebive, per aJ&m punim 
Nunc stimulantis equos, argentea tela retofqnenl f 
Phoebi luce micant. Ventis et fluctibos altis 
Appulsi, et rapidis subter currentibas imdis. 
Tandem non fallQnt oculos. CafHta aha videre est 
Multi onerata nive, et canis conspersa pniinis. 
Caetera sunt glacies. Procul bine, ubi Bnuna fert 

omnes 
Contristat menses, portenta baec hoirida nobis 
nia strui voluit. Quoties de culmine sommo 
Clivorum fluerent in littora prona, solatie 
Sole, nives, propero tendentes in mare carsn. 
Ilia gelu fixit. Paulatim attollere sese 
Minim coepit opus ^, glacieque ab origine renun 
In glaciem aggest^ sublimes vertice tuidem 
iEquavit montes, non crescere nescia moles. 
Sic immensa diu stetit, eternumque stetisset 
Congeries, bominum neque vi neque mobilis arte. 
Littora ni tandem declivia deseruisset, 
Pondere victa stto. Dilabitur. Omnia circum 
Antra et saxa gemunt, subito concussa fragore. 
Dam mit in pelagum, tanquam stndiosa natandi.. 
logens tota strues. Sic Delos dicitur olim. 
Insula, in iCgaeo fluitisse erratica ponto. 
Sed non ex glacioDftVoa-, litoji^XssreiaBk^i^saiL 



THE IC£ ISLANDS. 2ST 

oter rapes genuit nudum sterUemqiie. 
Ita herfois erat ilia, oriKita^pte mmqiiam 
lauro; et Dehim dilexit Apollo. 
iiTones honrendi. et caligine digni 
i^, Deus idem odit Natalia vestra, 
involvens frontem, non ille tneri 
L Patrium vos ergo requirite csslum ! 
lite ! Timete moras ; ni lenh^r austro 
, et nitidas Phoebo jaculante sagittal 
'obis, pereatis gurgite misti ! 



ON THE ICE ISLANDS, 

:Bir FLOATING IN THE OftUf AN OCEAN. 

[March 19, 1799.] 

• portents, from what distant region, ride, 
till now in ours, th' astonish'd tide ? 
)ast, old Proteus, with his droves 
lives, sought the mountains and the groves. 
, descending whence of late they stood, 
ves the mountains seem to rove the flood, 
es were they, full-charg*d with human woes ; 
le, scarce less calamitous than those. 
;w we now ? More wondrous still ! Behold t 
rnish*d brass they shine, or beaten gold ', 
iround the pearl's pure splendour show, 
Buround the ruby's fiery g\ov7« 




Come thej- from Indm^ where the buntbg Earlfet 
AM bounteous, gives her richest treasures bJrth ; 
Atid wliere the cosily gems, that bt^ftin around 
The brows of mightiest potentates, are found ^ 
No. Never such a countless tfazstliog store 
Had left, iinseeD, the Gnnges' peof*led shore, 
Eapacious hands, and ever- watchful eyes, 
Should B0ot]«r far havi^ mark'd and seiz'd the piiK- 
Whence spi^mg they then ? Ejected have they come 
From yes'yius\ or from iEtna's bumiDg womb f 
Thus shine they self-illum'd, or but display 
The borrowed splendours of a cloudless day ? 
With borrow'd beams they shine. The gales, tiiat 

breathe 
Now landward, and the currents force beneath. 
Have borne them nearer : and the nearer sigjbt, 
Advantag'd more, contemplates them aright 
Their lofty summits crested high, they show, 
With mingled sleet, and long-incumbent snow. 
The rest b ice. Far hence, where, most severe^ 
Bleak winter weU-nigh saddens all the year, 
Their infant growth began. He bade arise 
Their uncouth forms, portentous in our eyes. 
Oft as dissolved by transient suns, the snow 
Left the tall cli£f, to join the flood below ; 
He caught, and curdled with a freezing blast 
The current, ere it reach'd the boundless waste., 
By slow degrees uprose the wondrous pile. 
And long successive ages roU'd the while ; 
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.nil, ceaseless in its growth, it claimed to stand, 

Tall as its rival mountains on the land. 

Thus stood, and, unremovable by skill. 

Or force of man, had stood the structure still ; 

But that, tho' firmly fixt, supplanted yet 

By pressure of its own enormous weight. 

It left the shelving beach — and, with a soond 

That shook the bellowing wave^ and rocks around, 

Self-launch'd, and swiftly, to the briny wave, 

As if instinct with strong desire to lave, 

Down went the ponderous mass. So bards of old, 

How Delos swam th* ^gean deep, have told. 

But not of ice was Delos. Delos bore 

Herb, fruit, and flow'r. She crown'd with laurel, wore, 

Ev'n under wintry skies, a summer smile ; 

And Delos was Apollo's fov'rite isle. 

But, horrid wand'rers of the deep, to yoa' 

He deems Cimmerian darkness only due. 

Your hated birth he deign'd not to survey, 

But, scornful, turn'd his glorious eyes away. 

Hence ! Seek your home, nor longer rashly dare 

The darts of Phoebus, and a softer air ; 

Lest ye regret, too late, your native coast, 

In no congenial gulph forever lost J 



THE CAST-AWAT. 

[Afarc&20,1799.] 

Obscurbst night involv'd the sky; 

Th* Atlantic billows roared, 
IVhen such a destined wretch as I, 

Wash'd iieadlong from on board. 
Of friends, of hope, of all bereft, 
His floating home for erer left. 

No braver chief could Albion boast. 
Than he, with whom he west, 

Nor ever ship left Albion's coast. 
With warmer wishes sent 

He lov'd them both, bat both in vain, 

Nor him beheld, nor her again. 

Not long beneath the whelming brine. 

Expert to swim, he lay ; 
Nor soon he felt hb strength decline. 

Or courage die away ; 
But wag'd with death a lasting strife, 
Supported by despair of life. 

He shouted ; nor his friends had fail'd 
To check the vessel's course. 

But so the furious blast prevaO'd, 
That, piti\ecs, x«^^^^^^ 
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They left their outcast mate beldnd. 
And scudded still b^ore the wind. 

Some succour yet they could afford ; 

And, such as storms allow, 
The c&sk, the coop, the floated cord» 

Delayed not to bestows 

But he (they knew) nor ship nor shore, 

lyhate'erJkfiy ^ve, should visit more. 

• -# 
Nor, #lel as It seem'd, could he 

Their haste himself condemn, 
Aware that flight. In such a sea. 

Alone could rescue them ; 
Tet bitter felt it still to die 
Deserted, and his friends so ni^ 

He long survives, who lives an hour 

In ocean, self-upheld : 
And so long he, withnnspentpow*^ 

His destiny repelPd : 
And ever as the minutes flew. 
Entreated help, or cried—" Adieu!" 

At length, his transient respite past, 

Hb comrades, who before 
Had heard his voice in ev'iy blast. 

Could catch the sound no more. 
For then, by toil subdu'd, he drank 
The stifling: wave, and then hit cttsSc. 




i^ TRAHSLATIOirS FBOM TUfCKNT BOVRNE. 

lio poet wept him 3 but the page 

Of. namtiire sincere. 
That tells his name» his worth, his age 

Is wet with Ansons tear. 
And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immortalize the dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream. 
Descanting on his fate, ■ ■ jjf^- 

To give the melancholy theite ^ 
A more enduring date. . 

But misery still delights to trace 

Its 'semblance in another's case. 

No voice divine the storm allay'd, 

No light propitious shone ; 
When, snatched from all efifectual aid, 

We perish'd each alone : 
But I beneath a rougher sea, 
And whelmed in deeper gulphs than he. 



TRANSLATIONS FROM VINCENT BOURNE. 



THRAX. 

Threicium infantem, cum lucem intravit et 
Fletibus excepit msestus uterque parens. 

Threicium infantem, cum luce exivit et amis, 
JEUtulit ad fan\is\cel>]i:& uVetc^^ V^skaa. 



HVTVA BEKirOLBKnA. $93 

Iiiter«a tn Roma ; et tu tibi Grscia plandens, 
Dicitis, haec vera estThrai'ca barbaries. ' 

Lsetitise caasam, causamque exquirite la'ctus; 
Vosque est quod doceat Thrajfca barbarie8> 



THE THRACIAN. 

Trracian parents, at his birth, 
Mourn their babe with many a tear^ 

But with undissembled mirth 
Place him breathless on his bier. 

Greece and Rome with equal 9Coni» 
" O the savages !" exclaim, 

" Whether they rejoice or mourn, 
" WeU entitled to the name !" 

But the cause of this concern, 
And this pleasure would they trace, 

Even they might somewhat learn 
From the savages of Thrace. 

MUTUA BENEVOLENTIA 

PRIMARIA LXX VATUIUB EST. 

PiB Libyae Androcles siccas errabat arenas ; 

Qui vagus iratum fugerat exul herum. 
Lassato tandem fractoque labore viarum. 

Ad scopuU patoit caeca cavcma\a\»S. 
X 2 



£34 ICVTUA BSNSTOLENTIA. 

Hanciiibit;etplacido dederat vix membra sopori 

Cum subito immanis nigit ad antra leo ; 
nie pedem attoUens IsBsam, et miserabile murmur 

Edens, qu& poterat voce, precatur opem. 
Perculsus novitate rei, incertasque timore, 

Vix tandem tremulas admovet erro manus ; 
£t spinam explorans (nam fixa in vulnere spina 

Haerebat) cauto molliter ungue trahit : 
Continuo dolor omnia abit, teter fluit humor : 

Etcoit, absterso sanguine, rupta cutis ; 
Nunc iterum sylvas dumosque peragrat ; et affert 

Providus assiduas hospes ad antra dapes. 
Jnxta epulb accumbit homo conviva leonis,. 

Nee crudos dubitat participare cibos. 
Quis tomen ista ferat deserts tsedia vitae f 

Vix furor ultoris tristior esset herL 
Devotum certis caput objectare bericlis 

Et patrios statuit rursus adire lares. 
Traditur hie, fera factorus qsectacola, pleb^j^ 

Accipit et miserum tristis arena remD. 
{rruit e caveis fors idem impastus et acer, 

Et medicum attonito suspicit ore leo. 
Suspicit, et veterem agnoscensvetus hospes amicus 

Decumbit notos blandulus ante pedes. 
Quid vero perculsi animis, stnpuere Quirites ^ 

Equid prodigii, territa Roma, yides ? 
Unius naturae opus est ; ea sola furorem 

Sumere quae jussit, ponere sola jub^. 
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RECIPROCAL KINDNESS, 

THE PRIMARY LAW OF NATURE. 

A«DR0CLS8 from his injur'd lord in dread 
Of instant death, to Libya's desert fled. 
Tir'd with his toilsome flight, and parch'd with heat, 
He spied, at length, a cavern's cool retreat ; 
But scarce had given to rest his weaiy frame. 
When hugest of his kind, a lion came : 
He roar'd approaching : but, the savage din 
To plaintive murmurs changed, arriv'd within, 
And with expressive looks his lifted paw 
Presenting, aid implor'd from whom he saw. 
The fugitive, through terror at a stand, 
Dar'd not awhile afford his trembling hand. 
But bolder grown, at length inherent found 
A pointed thorn, and drew it from the wound. 
The cure was vnrought ; he wip'd the sanious bloo^. 
And firm and free from pain the lion stood. 
Again he seeks the wilds, and day by day. 
Regales his inmate with the parted prey. 
Nor he disdains the dole, though unprepar'd. 
Spread on the ground, and with a lion shar'd. 
But thus to live — still lost — sequester'd still — 
Scarce seem'd his lord's revenge an heavier ill. 
Home ! native home ! O might he but repau- ! 
He must — ^he will, though death attends Kwsv l\\<w:^ . 




286 MAiruALx. 

He goes, and doomed to perish, on the sands 
Of the fall Theatre unpitied stands : 
When lo ! the self-same tion from his cage 
Flies to devour him, famish'd into rage. 
He flies, but viewing in his purposed prey 
The man, his healer, pauses on his way. 
And soften*d by remembrance into sweet 
And kind composure, crouches at his feet 

Mute with astonbhment th* assembly gaze : 
But why, ye Romans ? Whence yonr mute amaze i 
All this is nat'ral : nature bade hUn rend 
An enemy ; she bids him spare a frigid. 



MANUALS 

TypogxtsphiA omrd anliqumst nuUi ii^piani 
Librorum insertum Catalogo, 

ExiGuus liber est, mnliebri creber in nsa, 

Per se qui dici bibliotheca potest. 
Copia verfoorum non est, sed copia rerum ; 

Copia (quod nemo deneget) utilior. 
Rubris consuitur pannis ; fors texitur auro ; 

Bis sexta ad summum pagina claudit opus, 
Nil habet a tergo titulive aut nominis ; intus 

Tbesauros artis servat, et intus opes : 
Intas opes, qua nym^^^L ^\k "^^^TdscA.^^ct. 



MAirUALE. S3r7 

Quas nive candidior tractet ametque manas, 
^ando instrumentum pnesens sibi postulat usas, 

Majusve, aut opens pro ratione, minus. 
)i genefe et modulo diversa habet arma, gradatim 

Digesta, ad numeros attenuata suos. 
timum enchiridii folium majuscula profert, 

Qualia quae blaeso est lumine poscat anus, 
tuod sequitur folium, matronis arma miobtrat, 

Dicere quae magnis proximiora licet 
'ertium, item quartimi, quintumque minnscula 

supplet 

Sed eon ejusdem singula quaeque loci, 
^isposita ordinibus certis, discrimina servant ; 

Quae sibi conveniant, seligat unde nurus. 
ntima quae restant quae multa minutula nympha 

Dicit, sunt sexti divita; folii. 
luantiUo in spatio doctrina O quanta latescit ! 

Quam tamen obscuram v'vl brevitate voces. 
Ton est interpres, non est commentarius ullus, 

Aut index ; tarn sunt omnia perspicua. 
Statem ad quamvis, ad captum ita fingitur omnem, 

Ut nihil auxilii postulet inde liber, 
[illia libronim numeratper|)lura; nee ullum 

Bodlaei huic jactat bibliotheca parem. 
[illia Caesareo numerat quoque munere Grants, 

Haec tamen est inter milliatale nihil, 
lon est, non Istis author de millibus unus, 

Cui tanta ingenii vis, vel acumen, inast. 



( 
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A MANUAL, 

Hore aneiefd than the Art of PrinHng, andnottoU 
found in any Catalogue 

Tbxre is a book, which we may call 

(Its excellence is such) 
Alone a libraiy tho' small ; 

The ladies thumb it much. 

Words none, things numerous it contains : 
And, things with words eompar'd. 

Who needs be told, that has his brains. 
Which merits most regard ? 

Ofttimes its leaves of scarlet hoe 

A golden edging boast ; 
And open'd, it displays to view 

Twelve pages at the most. 

Nor name, nor title, stamp*d behind. 

Adorns its outer part ; 
But aU within 'tis richly lin'd, 

A magazine of art. 

The whitest hands that secret hoard 

Oft visit : and the fair 
Preserve it in their bosoms stor'd, 

As with a miser's care. 



▲ MANUAL. tS9 

tThence implements of e v'ly size, 

And form'd for various use, 
(They need but to consult their eyes) 

They readily produce. 

trhe largest and the longest land 

Possess the foremost page, 
A sort most needed by the blind, 

Or nearly such from age. 

The full-charg'd leaf, which next ensues^ 

Presents, in bright array, 
The smaller sort, which, matrons use, 
Not quite so blind as they. 

The third, the fourth, the fifth supply 

What their occasions ask. 
Who with a more discerning eye 

Perform a nicer task. 

But still with regular^ecrease 

From size to size they fall. 
In ev*ry leaf grow less and less ; 

The last are least of all. 

O ! what a fund of genius, pent , 

In narrow space, is here ! 
This volume's method and intent 

How luminous and clear I 
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It leaves no reader at a lo^ 
Or pos'd, wkoever reads : 

No commentator's tedious glois^ 
Nor even index needs. 

Search Bodley*s many thousands o'er ! 

No book is treasured there, 
Nor yet in Granta's nam'rous store 

That may with this compare. 

No ! Rival none in either host 

Of this was ever seen, 
Or, that contents could justly boasf, 

So brilliant and so keen. 

JENIGMA. 

Parwla res, et acu minor est, et ineptior 

Quotque dies annus, tot tibi drachma dab 
Sed licet exigui pretii minimlque valoris, 

Ecce, quot artificum postulat ilia manus. 
Unius in primis cura est conflare metallum 

In longa alterius ducere fila labor. 
Tertius in partes resecat, quartusque resecti 

Perpolit ad modulos attenuatque datos. 
£st qumti tonare caput, quod sextus adaptel 

Septimus in punctum cudit et exacuit. 
His tandem auxiliis ita res procedit, ut omne 

Ad numeros ingens perficiatur opus. 
Quae tanti ingemi, t^\x«\»Liil\«iA%xi\!Ms».\a5fa 

Si mihi respoB^Lea CE.'^X^^e Ao^^Vw^ «^v 



W "' ^^^H \ ^^H 



S41 

AN iENIGMA. 

A NEEDLE small, as small can bc^ 
In bulk and use, surpasses me, 

Nor is my purchase dear ; 
For littie, and almost for naught, 
As many of my kind are bought 

As^ys are in the year. 

Tet though but little use we boas^ 
And are procured at little cost 

The labour is not light. 
Nor few artificers it asks. 
All skilful in their sev'ral tasks^ 

To fashion us aright 

One fuses metal o'er the fire^ 
A second draws it into wire. 

The sheers another plies, 
Who clips in lengths the brazen thread 
For him, who, chafing every thread. 

Gives all an equal size. 

A fifth prepares, exact and round, 

Tlie knob, with which it must be crown'd ; 

His follower makes it fast : 
And with his mallet and his file 
To shape the point, employs vii\u\^ 




242 FASSERES INDIGENCE. 

Now therefope, (Edipas! declare 
What creature, wonderful, and rare, 

A process, that obtains 
Its purpose with so much adtr, 
At last produces ! — ^tell me true, 

And take me for your pains ! 



PASSERES INDIGENCE 

COL. TRIN. CAJfT. <709IM£KSAL£S. 

Ingola qui ndrit sedes, aut viserit hospes, 

Ne>^'toni egregii quas celebravit honos ; 
Viditque et meminit, laetus fortasse videndo, 

Quam multa ad mensas advolft^rit avis. 
Ille nee ignorat, nidos ut, vere ineunte, 

Tecta per et forulos, et tabulata struat. 
Ut coram educat teneros ad pabula foetus, 

Et pascat micis, quas det amica manus. 
Convivas quoties campanae ad prandia pulsus 

Convocat, baud epulis certior hospes adest. 
Continuo jucuda simul vox fertur ad aures, 

Vicinos passer quisque relinquit agros» 
Hospitium ad notum properatur ; et ordine stantes 

Expectant panis fragmina quisque sua. 
[los tamen, hos omnes, vix uno largior asse 

Sumptus per totam pascit alitque diem. 
Hunc unum, hunc modicum (nee quisquam inviderit 
assem) 

Indigenae, hospiUi ywe, m^wivVox w^v 



S43 
SPARROWS SELF-DOMESHCATED 

IN TRINITY COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE. 

None ever shar'd the social feast. 
Or as an inmate, or a guest, 
Beneath the celebrated dome. 
Where once Sir Isaac had his home, 
Who saw not (and with some delight 
Perhaps he view'd the novel sight) 
How num'rous, at the tables there, 
The sparrows beg their daily fare. 
For there, in every nook, and cell, 
Where such a family may dwell. 
Sure as the vernal season comes 
Their nests they weave in hope of crumbs, 
Which kindly giv'n, may serve, with food 
Convenient, their unfeather'd brood ; 
And oft as with its summons clear, 
The warning bell salutes the ear, 
Sagacious list'ners to the sound. 
They flock from all the fields around* 
To reach the hospitable hall, 
^one more attentive to the call, 
Arriv'd, the pensionary band. 
Hopping and chirping, close at hand. 
Solicit what they soon receive, 
The sprinkled, plenteous don^XWe. 




244 FAMILIARlTf DANGEROUS. 

Thus is a multitude, though large, 
Supported at a trivial charge ; 
A single doit would overpay 
Th' expenditure of every day 
And who can grudge so small a grace 
To suppliants, natives of the place. 



NULLI TE FACIAS NIMIS SODALEM. 

Palp AT heram felis, gremio recubans in anili ; 

Quam seme! atque iterum Lydia palpat hers. 
Ludum lis sequitur ; nam totos exerit ungues, 

£t longo lacerat vulnere felb anum. 
Contfauo exardens gremio mulicrcula felem 

Nee ^i^ravibus multis excutit absque minis : 
Quodtamen haud aequum est — si vult cum fele joca 

Felinum debet Lydia ferrejocuuL 



FAMILIARITY DANGEROUS. 

As in her ancient mistress' lap, 
The youthful tabby lay, 

They gave each other many a tap, 
Alike disposed to play. 

But strife ensues. Puss waxes warm. 
And with protruded claws 

Ploughs all the length of Lydia's arff. 
Mere vranloim^^ ^^ ^wasA. 



AD RUBECt'IX'M INTITATIO. C4» 

At once, resentful of llio deed, 

She shakes her to the croujid 
With many a threat, that she shall blee J 

With still a deeper wound. 

But, Lydia, bid thy fury rest ; 

It was a venial stroke : 
For she that will with kittens jest, 

Should bear a kittens joke. 



AD RUBECULAxM INVITATIO. 

flosFXS avia, conviva domo gratissima cuivis, 

Quam bnxma bumanam quaerere cogit opem ; 
Hue O !' hybemi fugias ut frigorajcoeli, 

Confuge, et incolumis sub lare vive meo ! 
Undo tuam esuriem releves, alimenta fenestras 

Apponam, quoties itque reditque dies. 
CJsu etenim edidici, quod grato alimenta rependcs 

Cantu, quae dederit cunque benigna manus. 
Vere novo tepida; spirant cum molliter aurse, 

Et novus in qudvis arbore vernat honos, 
Pro libitu ad lucos redeas, sylvasque revisas, 

Lajta quibus resonat Musica, parque tuae ! 
Sin itcrum, sin forte iterum, inclementia bnimse 

Ad mea dilectam tecta reducet avem, 
E.«to, redux, grato memor esto repcndere cantu 

Prtbula, que dederit cunque bcnigua manus ? 



S40 IKVITATIOF TO THE RSDBREAST. 

Vis hinc harmonise, nnmeroram hinc sacm potestu 

Conspicitur, nusquam conspicienda magis, 
Vincula quod stabilis firmissima nectit amoris, 

Vincula vix longft, dissocianda die. 
Captat, et iocaotat blando oblectamine Musa . 

Humanum pariter pennigemmque genus; 
Nos homines et aves quotcimque animantia vivimt 

Nos soli harmonise gens stadiosa sumiu. 



INVITATION TO THE REDBREAST. 

SwxXt bird, whom the winter constrains— 

And seldom another it can — 
To seek a retreat, while he reigns. 

In the wcU-shelter'd dwellings of man, 
Who never can seem to intrude, 

Tho' in all places equally firee, 
Come, oft as the season is rude. 

Thou art sure to be welcome to mcu 

At sight of the first feeble ray. 

That pierces the clouds of the east. 
To inveigle thee every day 

My windows shall show thee a feast. 
For, taught by experience I know 

Thee mindful of benefit long; 
And that, thankful for all I bestow, 

Hou wilt pay me n^VCsxtgasi^ ^wsci^. 



6TIUDJB PHILOBIXLA. S4? 

rheD, SOQO as the swell of the buds 

Bespeaks the. renewal of spring, 
riy hence, if thou wilt, to the woods. 

Or where it shall please thee to sing: 
Ind shouldst thou, compell'd by a frost. 

Come again to my window or door, 
)oabt not an affectionate host. 

Only pay as thou pay'dst me beforCs 

Thus music must needs be confest 

To flow from a fountain above ; 
^Ise how should it work in the breast 

Unchangeable friendship and love ? 
Ijid who on the globe can be found, 

Save your generation and ours, 
rhat can be delighted by sound, 
' Or boasts any musicsd powers? 



STRADJB PHILOMELA. 

'▲STOBXM audivit calainis Philomela canentem, 

£t voluit tenues ipsa referre modos ; 
psa retentavit numeros, didicitque retentans 

Argutum fidi reddere voce melos. 
'astor inassuetus rivalem ferre, misellam 

Grandius ad carmen provocat, urget avem 
*aque etiam in modulos surgis Philomela; sed impar 

Vlribiis, heu, impar, exaiunuac^t «^^. 




^8 STRADA^S NIGHTINGALE. 

Durum certamen ! tristis victoria ! cantum 
Maluerit pastor non superitsse tiiuin. 



STRADA'S NrGHTINGALE. 

The Shepherd touch'd his reed ; sweet Philomel 
Essay'd, and oft assayed to catch the strain, 

And treasuring, as on her ear they fell, 

The numbers, echo'd note for note again. 

The peevish youth, who ne'ef* had found before 
A rival of his skill, indignant heard. 

And soon (for various was his tuneful store) 
In loftier tones defied the simple bird. 

She dar'd the task, and rising, as he rose, 

With all the force, that passion gives, inspir'd, 

Returned the sounds awhile, but in the close, 
Exhausted fell, and at his feet expir'd. 

Thus strength, not skill prevail'd. O fatal strife. 
By thee poor songstress, playfully begun; 

And, O sad victory, which cost thy life. 

And he mav wish that he had never won ! 
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ANUS S^CULAmS, 

QTU4g*jautam centum annorum cBtatem, Hpto die fuUati, 
expleoitt et clausU anno 1728. 

SmouLABis prodigium senects, 
£t novum exemplum (Uuturnitatis, 
Cajtts annorum series in amplnm 

desinit orbem ! 

Vulgus infelix hominnm, dies en ! 
Compute qnam dispare computamus ! 
Quam tu& a summi procul est remota 

summula nostra! 

Pabulum nos luxuriesque lethi, 
Nos simul nati, incipimus perire, 
Nos, statim a cunis cita destinamur 

prseda sepulchro^ 

Occulit mors insidias, ubi vix 
Vix opinari est, rapidaeve febris 
Vim repentinam, aut male pertinacis 

semina mo|rbi. 

Sin brevem possit superare vita 
Terminum, quicquid superest, vacivum, 
niud ignavls superest et imbe* 

-culibus anni^. 




250 AN08 SmoULABlS. 

Detrahunt multum, minuuntque sorti 
Morbidi questus gemitusqne anheli; 
Ad parem crescunt numerum diesque 

atque dolores. 

Si quis hec vitet (quotus ille qaisqne est !) 
£t gradu pergendo lsJ>orioso 
Ad tuam» fortasse tuam, moretiir 

reptilis aeyom. 

At videt, moestam tibi ssepe visam, in- 
jurias, vim, furta» dolos, et inso* 
lentiam, quo semper eunt, eodem 

ire tenore. 

Nil inest rebus novitatis ; et quod 
Uspiam est nugarum et ineptiarum, 
Unius volvi videt, et revolvi 

circolos cvi. 

Integram etatem tibi gratulamur; 
£t dari nobis satis sestimamus, 
Si tuam, saltern racuam querelis 

dimidiemic. 
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ODE 

OV THE DKATB OF A LADT, 

Who lived one htmdred Yean, and died on her Birth- 
day, 1728. 

Ancient dame, how wide and vast, 

To a race like ours appears, 
Rounded to an orb at last, 

All thy multitude of years! 

We, the herd of human kind. 

Frailer and of feebler pow'jrs ; 
We, to narrow bounds confin^d^ 

Soon exhaust the sum (^ our9. 

1>eath*s delicious banquet — ^we 

Perish even from the womb, , 
Swifter than a shadow flee, 

Nourish'd but to feed the tomb. 

Seeds of merciless disease 

Lurk in all that we enjoy ; 
Some, that waste us by degrees, 

Some, that suddenly destroy. 

And if life o'erleap the bourn 
Common to the sons of men ; 



ZS& ODX dl< A LADr. 

What remains, bat that we monni, 
Dream, and ddat, and dttrel then ^ 

Fast as moons can wa3L and wane, 

Sorrow comes; aiidwbfle we'gKWi,' 

Pant with aoguish and complain, 

Half our yeara are fled and goh^l ' '^' 

If a few, (to few 'tis^v'ii) * "' "*^ 

Lingering on this ear^y s*ag»f ' '" 

Creep, and halt with.steps unev'n, ' '>•':• 
To the perioci of an age. . ' ', "*• 

Wherefore live they, but to see 
Cunning, arrogance, and force. 

Sights lamented miroh by thee/ 

Holding then* accustomed coi^se .t~ ^ 

Oft was seen, in ^jges pa^jt, ,. . ,. 

All that we with wonder Ti«Vf; , 
Often shall be to the last; ,^J}. 

Earth produces nodung new. . . , ,■ 
\ ■ . . f I 

Thee we gratnlate; confeeat^. ■ . ' . 

Should propitious Heav'n deaigpi.. . . 
Life for us, as calory qpent, . . .■• 

Though but half the length of thine.. 



VICTORIA FORENSIS. 

/A10 cum Titio lis et vexatio longa 

Sunt de vicini proprietate soli. 
*rotinu8 ingentes animos in jurgia sumunt, 

Utraque vincendi pars studiosa nimis. 
if tumet in schedules, et jam verbosior, et jam : 

Nee verbum quodvis asse minoris emunt, 
SrsBtereant menses, et terminus alter et alter ; 

Quisque novos sumptus, alter et alter, habent 
lie querens, bic respondens pendente vocatur 

liite ; sed ad finem litis uterque querent. 



THE CAUSE WON. 

Two neighbours furiously dispute *, 
A field — ^the subject of the suit. 
Trivial the spot, yet such the rage 
With which the combatants engage, 
^were hard to tell, who covets most 
The pri«©— -at whatsoever cost. 
The pleadings swell. Words still suffice ; 
No single word but has its price. 
No term but yields some fair pretence 
For novel and fncreas'd expense. 

Defendant thus becomes a name, 
}fhick he that bore \i xok^ ^m\^SEnv\ 
z 



i 



254 THE SILK WOEM. 

Since both, in one descriptioa blended. 
Are plainUffs— — whep Acs* l»\ei>ded. 



BOMBYX. 

FiKE sob ApriUs Bombyx escchiditor ©va* 

Reptilis exigua corpore v«nDici^iM» - ■ - 
Frondibus. hie mori, volYta. duiB fiat BdvAt»i' 

Gnaviter ineiimbenft, dum satietur, ^dit > 
Crescendo ad justum cum jam maturoit atvuf^^ 

Incipit artifici stamine textdr opas : 
Filaque condensans filis, oibem implidatoibl, • • 

£t sensim in g^rrb conditas ipse latet/ 
Inque cadi tcretem formaB se colligif j talde 

Egrediens pennas painHoBis-bitbet; 
Fitque parens tandem> fcBtani<pie(re|XMtit ia c^is; 

Hoc demum extreme nHmer^-fuaetia dbift 
Quotquot in hac nostra i^MraBtanimaUiirMrtl ' 

Nulli est ^1 br^vioF vita, v«l titfil6p. 



THE sfLK wcmwr. 

Thx beams of April> ere k goes, 
A worm, scarce visible, disclose ; 
All winter long content to dwell 
The tenant of his native shell._ 
The same proU&c Miaaoii ^^«a 
The sustenance \>y N9^0^^i^^^'*^^'^> 



THS SlUt WORM. S5d 

The mulb'ny leaf, a simple store, 

That serres Uitii—tin he nefeds no more ! 

For, his dimensions once complete, 

Theneeforth none ever sees him eat; 

Though, till his growing time be past, 

Scarce ever is he seen to fast. 

That hour arriv'd, his work begins. 

He spins and weaves,, and weaves and spins ; 

Till circle upon circle wound 

Careless around him and around. 

Conceals him with a veil, though slight^ 

Impervious to the keenest sight. 

Thus self-enclos'd, as in a cask, 

At length he finishes his task : 

And, though a worm, when he was lost, 

Or caterpillar at the most, 

When next we see him, wings he wears,. 

And in papilio-pomp appears; 

Becomes oviparous , supplies 

With future worms and future flies, 

The next ensuing year ; — and dies ! 

Well were it for the world, if all, 

Who creep about this earthly ball. 

Though shorter-liv'd than most he be, 

Wera useful in theu* kind as he. 



I 
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INNOCENS PliiEDATltrt. 

'»'*■■ 

SsD0LA per campos nuUo defeMn laAMie, ;. 

In celli ut stipet mella, vagjRt<V^iy[^ 
Ptirpureum vix florem: opifex prartervolat anuB^ 

lonutneras inter quas alit hortus op^,; 
Herbula gramineis vix una innascitiur agnfl» 

Thesauri unde aliquid non studiosa legil. 
A flora ad florem transit, moUiqae volando 

Delibat tactu suave quod intus habent. 
Omnia delibat, parc^ sed et omnim ^Wti 

Ut ne vel minimum videris indicium r 
Omnia degustat tarn parol » ut gratia nulla 

Floribus, ut nullus dimihuatur odor; 
Non ita prsedantur modice bnichique et erucae ; 

Non ista hortorum maxima pestis, aves ; 
Non ita raptores corvi, quorum improbajrosCra 

Despoliant agros, effodiuntque sata. 
Succos immiscens suceis, ita suariter onmes 

Temperat, ut dederit cbymia nulla pares. 
Vix furtum est illud, dicive injuria debet,. 

Quod cer&, et multo melle r^pendit, apis. 

/ the: 

INNOCENT THIEF. 

Not a flow'r can be found in the fields^ 
Or the spot that we till for our pleasure, 

From the largest ta least, but it yields 
To th«bee»\i«v«t-\q^im^^\a«nB«», 
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Scarce^^ai^^ ?^ffl^t8 upi^jplor'd. 

With a diligeDce truly exact ; 
Tet,^te«A ivfrntidie'tiiAy for her hoard, 

L«fHrCfs^#Kd«ilc«<iionef of the fact 

Hef'flibMitlVe tsisk she parsaes, 
'IfiVff pffl^rs'With so much address^ 

'i^i maii^ th«itr odour they lose, 
^rtwiihfcililf 1^ 4heif4ieauty the leas. 

Not th'iiit infdlTevirsivefy'preyi . 

1fi€ ditlker^w^m j itidwelHnii foe ! 
Hiti'^bikeitf AoC'thtis aflays 

Tfi^^pattM;^, th^ finch, or the crow. 

IPfii^Srortri, more ^tpenslvely fed, 
'TOe' l^rtde of the gardto devours ; 

And Irfrds pick the seed from the bed, 
S!!^ lesa -tb he spar'd than the flow'rsL.^ 

But sheVfth mhh delicate skill 

Hir piltflige sd fits for her use, 
That the chemist in vain with his still 

Would labour the like to produce. 

Then grudge not her temperate meals, 

Nor a benefit blame as a theft ; 
Since, stole she npt all that she steals, 

Neither honey nor wbX \to\j\^>a%\^\V. 
Z % 



DENJVERl AmJS*, 

HocTiitt anus artificem juste celebnt& 

Dennerl ptn^it quam ^tudiosa niaiiiii 
Nee stupor est ocylla, frooti nee ruga 't 

Flacclila net sulcis peiidct ntrinqtie 
5U babet ULepidttm, TDoro^nii, ant tru 

Argentum caprifa pf«l?jr, anile nBiiU 
Apparent Inivel vif t&e sub mai'gfne tant 

Fila coloraii gtialm Seres baiietit; ' - 
Laimgcr men turn, iie4 quit? tenuisslma,' 

MplLbque, el qualis Persica maJa tc| 
NulJa vel e- mminjl!^ fugiont £^ira«:ulA^ 

At ncquG VineoUs de cnlia tflla latf^L 
SjKJctatum i?«iainnt, no vitas qno* fllHcil 

QiiO!i<]tie v^l ingenH f^mft, ve! nrtls a 
Adveniunt juven«9j et anus 4 poi^dH an 

Dennett. aji;no6ciiiit b<>c mcniisK tu 
Adv«niunt fiibrcs nympliai ; ijimllemqu 

T^m pykliram et pluridnxn denrt Mb* 
Matrons advetibntt vntuliequo &te9M.ff 

Qtiod nihit horreniitim, i^idiealumve i 
Qimntufi hoiios artit per qiinm |»Iacet ips 

QiiMS fAclt (rt nvmphis invidcatur anii 
Fictori eedjt qu« gloria, emu nee Apel 

Majorem fminim det Cytberea mo ! 
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DENNER'S OLD WOMAN. 

Ik this mimic form of a matron in yean, 
How plainly the pencil of Denner appears! 
The matron herself, in whose old age we see 
Not a trace of decline, what a wonder is ^e ! 
No dimness of eye, and no cheek hanging low, 
No wrinkle, or deep-furrow'd frown on the brow ! 
Her forehead indeed is here circled around 
With locks like the rilJbon, with which they arc 

bound ; 
While glossy and smooth, and as soft as the skin 
Of a delicate peach, is the down of her chin ; 
But nothing unpleasant, or sad, or severe. 
Or that indicates life in its winter — is here. 
Yet all is express'd, with fidelity due, 
Nor a pimple, or freckle, conceaPd from the view^ 

Many fond of new sights, or who cherish a taste 
For theiabours of art, to the spectacle haste ; 
The youths all agree, that could old age inspire 
The passion of love, hers would kindle the fire, 
And the matrons^ with pleasure, confess that they see 
Ridiculous nothing or hideous in thee. 
The nymphs for themselves scarcely hope a decline, 
wonderful woman ! as placid as thine. 

Strange magic of art ! which \\\e "^ovl^Vv ^"kb. «wgs.^ 
To penise, half-enanoonrM, the feaVxw*^ ^'l ^"^N 



260 LACRYMA PICTORIS. 

And force from the virgia a sigh of despair, 
That she when as old, shall be equally fair ! 
How great is ^e gtory, thai Deimer has gain'd, 
Since Apelles Aot more for: Uft Vitniii oiittiii'd ! 



XACRYMiE MCTtMfUS. ^ 

Infantek auictivit puerpm, sua ^dim, Apfdles 

Intempeslivo fato obiise di?n|«.,. 
Ille, licet tristi perculsus iina^a|p inorMs, ..^ < . 

Proferri in medium corpus iaffoe jvb^^^, . 
£t calamum, et sucoos poscens, " J(Ipai accijpe Uictitf, 

" Mcerqrem hunp," dijiit, 'f nat^pc4^^«ti«(»be !" 
Dixit; et, ut clausit, clauspa depiiatt 9^1^09^, 

Officio padter fidus utciquej^jBter; ., 
Frontemque et crines, nee adhuc pallentia formans 

Oscula, adumbravit lu^bre pM^tqir ppus. 
Perge parens, mcerendo tups expeadere luctiu; 

Nondum opus absolvit triste supretha manus. 
Yidit adhuc molles genitor super oscuia rls)^ ; 

Vidit adhuc veneres irrubuisse genis, 
Et teneras raptim veneres, blandosqus lepores, 

Et tacitos risus trajistuUt intabalam. 
Pingendo desiste tuum signare dolprem ; 

Filioli longum vivet imago tui; 
Vivet, et aeterpi vivos tu laude, nee arte 

Vincendus pictor, nee pietate pater. 



^t 



TEABS OF A PAINTEBf, 

A»KLLBf» hearing that his boy 
Had just eipir'd — ^his only joy ! 
Although the sight with anguish tore hinir 
Bade plaoe his dear rempdns before him» 
He seiz'd his brush, his colours spread; 
And—** Oh ! my duld, accept/*"— he sdd^ 
" (*Tis all that I can how bestow,) 
" This tribute of a father's wo !" 
Then, faitfaftd to the two-f(fld part, 
Both 6f hhr feelfa^g^ ahd his art. 
He cAo^'d^his eyes; ^ilth tender carfe, 
And formed at onte a Mow pair. 
His brow, with amber locks beset, 
And lips he drew, not livid yet ; 
And shaded alt, that he had done, 
To a just image of Ids son. 

Thus far is well. But view again, 
The cause of thy paternal pain! 
Thy mebincholy task follil ! 
It needs the last, Iftst touches stilT. 
Again his pencil's powers he tries, 
For on his lips a smile he spies : 
And still his cheek, unfaded, show» 
The deepest damask of the rose. 




262 SPI FINIS. 

Then, heedless to the finished whole; 
With fondest eageme)is he stole, 
Till scarce himself distinctly knew 
The cherub copied from the true. 

Now, painter cease ! I%y task U done* 
Long lives this ima^ of thy son ; 
Nor short-liv'd shall the glory prove. 
Or of thy iaboar, or thy love. 



SPE FINlSr. 

■ •>'■•.- 

Ao dextram, ad Isevam, porrq, retro» itjqjpft itodHqo 

Deprensum in laqueo quem If^yrinfl^tf frafae 
Et legit et relegit gressus, sese expljcet ,iMf4(U 

Perplexum quaerens und« revQlvfiX Iter. 
Sta modd, respira paulum, simul accipe filam ; 

Certius et melius npn ^naikie dat>H. 
Sic te, sic solum expedies errore ; viarum 

Frincipium inverlias, id tibi finis erit. 

THE MAZE. 

From right to left, and to and fpo» 
Caught in a labyrinth you go, 
And turn, and turn, and turn again, 
To solve the myst'ry, but in y»in ;. 
Stand still, and breathe, and take Irom me 
A clew, that soon shall set you free ! 




NO SORROW PECVLIJ& TO THE SUFFERER. 2G3 

Not Ariadne, if you meet her, 
Herself could serv« ydti with a better. 

You enter'd easily — ^ find where 

And make, with ease, your eiit there ! 



NEMO MTSfiR NISI COMPARATUS. 

tuis fuit infelix adea ! quis perditus seque !" 

Conqueritur mcesto carmine tristis amans. 
n novus hie questus^ i^arove auditus ; amantes 

Deserti et spreti miUe queruntur idem, 
turn decantas quod tu miserabile, multus 

Deplorat, multo oum Corydone, Strephon. 
tua cum reliquis confertur arnica puellis, 

Non ea vel sola c^ ibfrea, ttfve miser. 

) SORROW FBCtTLIAR TO THE SUFFERER. 

The lover, in melodioR» verses, 
His singular distress rehearses. 
Still closing with a rueful cry, 
" Was ever such a wretch as I !" 
Tes ! ThoulMoidB have eUdur'd before 
All thy distresB ; some, haply more. 
Unmimber'd Oorydons complain. 
And Strephons, of the like disdain ; 
And if thy Chloe be of steel, 
Too deaf to hear, too bard to feel % 
Not her aloae that eeftsufe fits, 
Tfortbou alone hast lost thy ^ta. 




LIMAX. ■ 

]?lMMl^BMTi> «( pomif , beitfaqne tenacHer haeret 

Limax, et fleeum portaC nbiqne domum. 
Total in ktc iese ooeultat, «l qantndo peridnm 

Imminet, aut labite deeidit imlMr aqiue. 
CorntUL vd leTiter tangu, ae proCimiB in se 

(3oUigit, in proprios contrahitnrqoe lares. 
Secum habitat quacnnqoe habitat ; nbi tota snpellex ', 

Solas qoas adamat, qnaaque rM|Dirit opes. 
Secum potat, edit» donnit ; s9^i in aftdibiis iisdem 

Conviva et comes est, hoipas et lioiqpitinm. 
Limacem,.qaacamque ^et, qaacmnqoe moretnr, 

Siquis earn qnaerat, dixeris esse domL 

THE SNAIL. 

To grass, or leaf, orfrfiit, or wall, 
The Snail sticks close, nor feara to fiJl, 
As if he grew there, hoose and wSk 

Tofetber. 

Within that house secure ke hidei, 
When danger imninentbalidea 
Of storm, or other harm besides 

orwwdMr, 

Give but his horns tiie aU^iteat tam^ 
His s^lf-collecting-power is iiioh; 
|{e BhHnks into \te\m«n,^'iij^ni 



Where'er be dwells, he dwells alone» 
Except himself has chattels none. 
Well satisfied to be his own 

Whole 



Tfatis, hermit-fike, his life be ietds. 
Nor partner of his buiqaet needs. 
And if he meets one, only feeds 

The faster. 

Who seeks him mtsrt be worse than blind, 
(He and his house are so combm'd) 
If, finding It, he fails to find 
Its 



EQUES ACADEMICUS. 

Zalcabi instruitur juvenis ; geminove vel uno. 

Hand multiim, aot ocreb cujus, et unde,refert ; 
Ton fortasse suo, fortasse aliunde, flagello ; 

Quantulacunque sui, pars tamen ipse sui. 
sic rite armatus, quinis (et forte minoris) 

Conductum solidb scanderegestitequum. 
Lsetus et impavidus qua fertfortuna (volantem 

Cemite) quadrupedem pungit et urget iter -. 
idntsso cursu, per rura, per oppida fertur : 

Adlatrant catoli, i{aidt«que ridetanua. 
Famque ferox plagia, erecti ad verbera dextr^ 

Cake crueiitaU lassat ntomxi^^ \«Sw^ 
Aa 




266 THE CANTAB. 

Impete sed tanto vixdum conf^cent ille 

Millia propositi sexve novemve vi», 
Viribus absumptis, fessusque labore, caballua 

Stemit in immundum scque equiteuique lu 
Vectus iter peraget curru plaustrove viator ? 

Prohpudor et faciuus! cogitur ire pedes. 
Si, nee inexpertum, seniorem junior audls, 

Quae sint exigue commoda disce morae. 
Quam tibi praecipiOy brevis est, sed regulacerta 

Ocyus ut possis pergere lentus eas ! 

THE CANTAB. 

With two spurs or one ; and no great matter w 
Boots bought, or boots borro w'd, a whip, or a sv 
Five shillings or less for the hire of his beast. 
Paid part into hand ; — ^you must wait for the n 
Thus equipt, Aci^emicus climbs up his horse, 
And out they both sally for better or worse ; 
His heart void of fear, and as light as a feathe 
And in violent haste to go not knowing whithi 
Through the fields and the towns, (see !) he scai 

along, 
And is look'd at, and laughed at by old and by yi 
Till at length overspent, and his sides smear*! 

blood, , 

Down tumbles his horse, maq and all, in th^ b 
In a wagon or chaise, shall he finish his rout(B. 
Oh ! scandalous fate ! he muat do it on foot 

Young gentlemen \ieu \— \«s!i ^V^t \Saaii 
The advicjc that I I5>ve \ Vvwe \ww^\»\5fe\ 




TH£ SALAD. 26V 

Wherever your journey may be, never doubt it. 
The faster you ride, you're the longer about iti-' 

THE SALAD. 

BY 

VIRGIL. 

iJum 8/ft, 1799.] 

The winter-night now well-nigh worn away. 
The wakeful cock proclaimed approaching day^ 
When Simulus, poor tenant of afarm 
Of narrowest limits, heard the shrill alarm, 
f awnM, stretch'd his lunbs, and anxious to. provide 
Against the pangs of hunger unsupplied, . 
By slow degrees his tatter'd bed forsook, 
And poking in the dark, expler*d the nook 
Where embeff^ slept, with ashes heap*d around. 
And with burnt fingers-ends the treasure found. 

It chanc'd that from a brand beneath his nose. 
Sure proof of latent fire, some smoke arose ; 
When trimming with a pin th' incrusted tow. 
And stooping it towards the coals below, 
He toils, with cheeks distended, to excite 
The lingering flame, and gains at length a light. 
With prudent heed he spreads his hand before 
The quiv'ring lamp, and opes his granary doot... 




268 TBS SALAD. 

Small wai hisstodc, bat taking ibrthe day, 
A maafor'cl itint of twice «ight pomids away. 
With these his mUl he seeks. A shelf at hand. 
Fiit in the wall, affords, his lamp a stand : 
Then baring both his arms — a sleeveless coat 
He girds, the rough exuviae of a goat : 
And with a rubber, for that nsedesign *d» 
Cleansing his mill within— begins to grind ; 
Each hand has its employ ; lab'ring «nialD» 
This tivms the winch, while that supplies tlm ^raii. 
The- stone revolving rapidly, now ^ows, 
And the bruis'd con a mealy current flowa ; 
While he, to make h]» heavy labour light. 
Tasks oft his left hand to relieve his right ; 
And chants with rudest accent, to beguile 
His ceaseless toil, as rude a stnun the whOe. 
And now, " Dame Cybale, come forth !" he ones; 
But Cybale, still slumb'ring, naught replies. 



From Afric she, the swain^s sole serving 
Whose face and form alike her birth betray'd. 
W^ith woolly locks, lips tumid, sable skin. 
Wide bosom, udders flaccid, belly thin, 
Legs slender, broad and most misshapen feet, 
Chapp'd into chinks, and parched with solar 
Such, summoned oft, she came ; at hb command 
Fresh fuel heap'd, the sleeping embers iann'd. 
And made iu haste her simmering skillet steam. 
Replenished newly from the neighboniing 




TH£ SAL^D. 
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The labours of the mill performed, a sieve 
The mingled flower and bran most next r6«eive. 
Which shaken oft, shoots Ceres thtoc^ refln'd. 
And better dress'd, her husks all left behind. 
This done, at once, his future plain repast, 
Unleaven'd, on a shaven board he cast, 
With tepid lymph, first largely soak'd it alf , 
Then gath^r'd it with both hands to a ball* 
And spreading it again >vith both hands wide< 
With sprinkled salt the stiffened mass suppBed ; 
At length, the stubborn substance, duly wnnight. 
Takes from his palms impressed the shape it oaght. 
Becomes an orb — and quartcr'd into shares. 
The faithful mark of just division bears. 
Last, on his hearth it finds convenient space. 
For Cybale before had swept the place, 
And there, with tiles and embers overspread. 
She leaves it — reeking in its sultry bed. 



Nor Simulus, while Vulcan thus, alone, 
His part perform*d, proves heedless of his own, 
But sedblous, not merely to subdue 
His hunger, but to please his palate too, 
Prepares more sav'iy food. His chimney-side 
Could boast no gammon, salted well, and dried. 
And hook'd behind him ; but sufficient store 
Of ibutidled anise, and a cheese it bore ; 
A broad round cheese, which, thro' its centre strung-. 
With h tough broom-twifi;, in the corner hung ; 

Aft2 




The prudent bero therefore with address^ 
Aad quick dbpatch, now seeks another mesi. 

Close to his cottage lay a garden-gnrand^ 
With reeds and osiers sparely girt.aro^d i 
Small was the spot, bat libVal to produce ; 
Nor wanted aught that series a peasant^s osCf; 
And sometimes ev'n the rich would honroW tfatnee, 
Although its tillage was his sole expense. 
For oft, as from hb toils abroad he ceA'd, 
Home-bound by weatlier, or some stated feast,' 
His debt of culture here he duly paid. 
And only left the plough to wield this spade. 
He knew to give each plant the soil it m^Hi, " 
To drill the ground, and cover close the ae^ds,' 
And could with ease compel the wanton litt ' ■ 
To turn, and wind, obedient to bis will. 
There flourish'd star-wort, and the branching beet, 
The sorrel acid, and the mallow sweet. 
The skirret and the leak's aspiring kind. 
The noiious poppy — quencher of thte iniiftdt!' ' 
^Salubriou8 sequel of a sumptuous board. 
The lettuce, and the long huge-bellied gourd ; 
But these (for none his appetite controlPd 
With stricter sway) the thrifty rustic sold" ' 

With broom-twigs neatly bound, each kind apart. 
He bure ttiem ever to the public mart : 
Whence, laden still, but with a lighter load, 
Of cash well cam'd, betook his homeward road. 



^H ^^H 
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Expending sddom, eni he qnittod Rom^ 
His gaixM^in i!etk*iiieat for a feast al bome^- 
There, at no cost, on onions, rank and red, 
Or the cuTl*d endive's letter leaf, be led : 
On scallions sUc'd, or with a sensual gust. 
On rockets — ^foul provocatives of lust ! 
Nor even shunn'd with smarting gums to press 
Nastnjrtiura — pungent face-distorting mess ! 

Some such regale now also in hb thought. 
With hasly steps his garden-ground he sought ; 
There delving with his hands, he first displaced 
Pour plant9 of garlick, large, and rooted fast ; 
The tender tops of parsley next he culls. 
Then the old me-bufh shudders as he polls, 
And coriander last to these succeeds, 
That hangs on slightest threads her trembling seeds. 

Plac'd near his sprightly fire he now demands 
The mortar at his sable servant's hands : 
When stripping all hb garlick first, he tore 
Th' exterior coats, and cast them on the floor. 
Then cast away with like contempt the skin, 
Flimsier concealment of the cloves within. 
These searched, and perfect found, he one by one, 
Rins'd, and dbpos'd \dthin the hollow stone. 
Salt added, and a lump of salted cheese, 
With his injected herbs he cover'd these. 
And tucking with hbleft his tunic tight, 
And seJzing fast the pestle with his ri^ht. 




4kl% THM SALAB. 

The garlick bruising first, he soon expreaa'd. 
And mix'd the various juices of the rest 
He grinds, and by degrees his herbs below. 
Lost in each other, their own povr'ra forego. 
And with the cheese in compound, to the sight 
Nor wholly green appear, nor wholly white. 
His nostrils oft the forceful fume resent 
He curs'd full oft his dinner for its scent. 
Or with wry faces, wiping as he spoke. 
The trickling tears, cried " vengeance on the snc 
The work proceeds : not roughly turns he now 
The pestle, but in circles smooth andalow. 
With cautious hand, that grudges What It spills, 
Some drops of olive-oil he next instils. 
Then vinegar with caution scarc€fly less, * 
And gathering to a ball the medley meas^ 
Last, with two fingers frugally applied. 
Sweeps the small remnant from the mortar's sid 
And thus complete in figure and in kind. 
Obtains at length the Salad he designed. 

And now black Cybale before fahn stands, 
The cake drawn newly glowing in her fasnds. 
He glad receives it, chasing far away 
AH fears of famine for the passing AeLy 7 
His legs enclosed in buskins, and his'hea<i 
In its tough casque of leather, forth hii led 
And yok'd his steers, a dull obedient pftir, 
Then drove afield, and|>king'dlh« p(»intrti shilr 
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FBOK 

THE GREEK OF JULIANUS. 

A SpARTAir, bis companions slain, 

Alone from battle fled, 
His mother kindling with disdain 

That she had borae him, strack him dead ; 

For courage, and not bhth alone, 
In Sparta, testifies, a job ! 



THE SAME BY PALAADA?. 

A SrARTAH 'scaping from the fight, 
His mother met him in his flight. 
Upheld a (anlchion to his breast. 
And thus the fugitive address*d : 

'* Thou canst but live to blot with shame 
" IndeliUe thy mother's name, 
*' While ev'iy breath, that thou shalt draw, 
*' Offends against thy country's law ; 
" But, if thou perish by this hand, 
" itfyieif indeed tkrong;VkOu\.\2Ki^>a»^ 
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" To my dishonour, shall be known 
" The mother still of such a son ; 
" But Sparta will be safe and free, 
" And that shall serve to comfort me." 



AN EPITAPH. 

My name — ^m y country— what are they to thw 
What, whether base or proud, my pedigree ? 
Perhaps I far surpassed all other men — 
Perhi^ I fell below them all — ^what then ? 
Suffice it, stranger ? thatthou seesta tomb — 
Thouknow'st its use^ — ^it hides — no matter whoi 



ANOTHER. 

Takm to thy bosom, gentle earth, a swain 
With much hard labor in thy service worn ! 
He set the vines, that clothe yon ample plaiD, 
And he these olives, that the vale adorn. 

He fiird with grain the glebe ; the rills he led 
Thro' this green herbage, and those fruitful bow* 
Thou, therefore, earth ! lie lightly on his head, 
His hoary head, and deck his grave with flow' 



V 
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ANOTHER. 

Painter, this likeaess is too strong. 
And we shall mourn the dead too long. 



ANOTHER. 

AT.threesco]:e winters' end I died 
A cheeriess being, sole and sad ; 
The nuptial knot I never tied. 
And wish my father never had. 



BY CALLIMACHUS. 

^T morn we plac'^d on his funeral bier 
>ung Melanippus ; and at eventide, ^ 
able to sustain a loss so dear, 
her own hand his blooming sister died. 

us Aristippus mourn'd his noble rac«, 
mihilated by a double blow, 
»r son could .hope, nor daughter more t' embfise, 
d all Cyrene sadden'd at his wo. 
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ON MILTIADES. 

MiLTiADEs ! thy valour best 
(Although in every region ko 
The men of Persia can attest, 
Taught by thyself at Maratho 



ON AN INFANT. 

BswATL not much, my parents ! n 
Of ruthless Ades, and sepulchred hei 
An infant, in my fifth scarce finished; 
He found all sportive, innocent, and 
Tour young Callimachus ; and if I k 
Not many joys, my griefs were also 



BY HERACLIDES. 

Ik Cnidns born, the consort I b 
OfEuphron. Aretimias was my : 
His bed I shar'd, nor prov'd a ban 
But bore two children at a birth, a 
One child I leave to solace and nj 
Euphron hereafter, when infirm a 
And one, for his remembrance sal 
To Pluto's realm, till he shall join 



V 
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ON THE R££D. 

I was of late a barren plant, 
Useless, msignificant, 
Nor fig, nor grape, nor apple bore, 
A native of the marshy shore ; 
But gathered for poetic use, 
And plung'd into a sable juice. 
Of which my modicum I sip, 
With narrow mouth and slender lip, 
At once, although by nature dumb, 
All eloquent I have become. 
And speak with fluency untir*d, 
Ai if by Phoebus' self ini^d. 



TO HEALTH. 

Eldest bora of pow'rs divine ! 
Blest Hygeia ! be it mine. 
To enjoy what thou canst give. 
And henceforth with thee td live. 
For in pow'r if pleasure be, 
Wealtii, or numerous progeny. 
Or in amorous embrace, 
Where no spy infests the place ; 
Or in aught that Heav'n bestows 
To alleviate human woes. 




TRAHSLATIOVS OF ORESK TKRSBl.- 

When the wearied heart despairs 
Of a respite from its cares ; 
These aiidev'iy true delight 
Flourish only in thy sight ; 
And the sister Graces Three 
Owe, themselves, their youth to thee 
Without whom we may possess 
Much, bMt never happiness. 



ON 

THE ASTROLOGERS. 

Tb* Astrologers did all alike presage 
My uncle's dying in extreme old age, 
One only disagreed. But he was wise, 
And spoke not, till he heard the fun'ral 



oir 
AN OLD WOMAN. 

Mtcilla dyes her locks 'lis said ; 

But 'tis a foul aspersion, 
.S||ie buys them black ; they therefore ne 

No subsequent immersion^ 



\ 
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ON INVALIDS. 

^AR happier are the dead, methinks, than they, 
Vho look for death, and fear it eVry day. 



ON FLATtERERS. 

No mischief worthier of our fear 

In nature ciLn be found, 
Than friendship, in ostent sincere, 

But hollow and unsound. 
For luird into a dangerous dream, 

We close infold a foe, 
Who strikes, when most secure we seem, 

Th* inevitable blow. 



ON THE SWALLOW. 

Attic maid ! with honey fed, 

Bear'st thou to thy callow brood 

Yonder locust from the mead, 
Destin'd their delicious food f 

Te have kindred voices clear. 
Ye alike unfold the wing, 

Migrate hither, sojourn here, 

Poth attendant on the spring i 



i 
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Ah for pity drop the prize ; 

Let it not, with troth, be said, 
That a songster gasps and dies. 

That a songster may be fed. 



OH 

LATE ACQUIRED WEALTH. 

FooR in my youth, and in life*s later scenes 
Rich to no end, I cone my natal hoar ; 

Who naught enjoyed, while young, deny*d the i 
And naught, when old, enjoy'd, deny'd the pow'r. 



ov 
A TRUE FRIEND. 

lUsT thou a friend ? Thou hast indeed 

A rich and large supply, 
Treasure to serve your ev'ry need» 

Well manag'd, till you die. 



05 

A BATH, BY PLATO. 
Did Cythereato the skies 



From tiuft peUwoid lym^H arise ? 
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Or was it Cytherea's touch, 

When bathing here, that made it fueh ? 



Oft 

A FOWLER, BT ISIODORUII. 

Wrtn seeds and birdfime, from the desert air, 
tlumelus gathered free, though scanty, fare. 
No lordly patron's hand he deign'd to kiss, 
Nor lux'ry knew, save liberty, nor bliss. 
Thrice thirty years he liv*d, and to his heirs 
His seeds bequeathed, his birdlime, and his snares. 



ON NIOBE. 

€iiARON ! receive a family on board. 
Itself sufficient for thy crazy yawl ; 

Apollo and Diana, for a word 

By* me too proudly spoken, slew us all 



ON A GOOD MAN. 

Trat'ller, regret not me ; for thou shait find 
Just cause of sorrow none in my decease, 

Who, dying, children's childrenleft behind, 
And with one wife liv'd many year in peaee^. 
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Three virtuoas yoiitJia espoused my daugters ikei;. 

And oft theif infants in my tiosom lay. 
Nor saw I one, of all derived fjfom me, 

Tonch'd with diseasf% or torn by death away. 
Their duteous hands my funeral riles bestow'd» 

And me, by blameless manners fitted well 
To seek it, sent to the serene abode, 

Where shades of pious men forever dwell. 



ON A MISER. 

, TflET call thee rich — I deem thee poor, 
Since, if thou dar'st not use thy store. 
But sav'st it only for thine heirs. 
The treasure is not thine, but theirs. 



ANOTHER. 

A MISER, traversing his house. 
Espied, unusual there, a mouse, 
And thus his uninvited guest. 
Briskly inquisitive,, addressed : 
" Tell me, my dear, to what cause is it 
" I owe this unexpected visit?" 
The mouse her host obliquely ey*d. 
And smiling, pleasantly replied, 
" Fear not, good fellow, for your hoard ♦ 
" I come to lodge, and not to boar^** 
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ANOTHER. 

AsT thou sbme indhridutl of t kind 
Long-liv*d by nature as the rook or hind ? 
Heap treasure then, for if thy need be such, 
Thou hast excuse, and scarce canst heap too mnch. 
But man thou seem'st, clear therefore from thy breast 
This lust of treasure — ^foUy at the best! 
For why should'st thou go wasted to the tomb, 
To fatten with thy spoUs thou know'st not whom i 



ow 
FEMALE INCONSTANCY. 

Rich, thou hadst many lovers—poor, hast none. 
So surely want extinguishes the flame ; 

And she who eaird thee once her pretty one, 
And her Adonis, now inquires thy name. 

Where wast thou bom, Sosicrates, and where 
Iri what strange country can thy parents live, 

Wto seem'st, by thy complaints, not yet aware, 
That want's a crime no woman can forgive ? 




tSi tKAHSLATlOirS OT OBSSX TXBSXS: 

oiir 

tHE GRASSHOPPER. 

Happy songster, perch*d above, 
On the summit of the grove. 
Whom a dew-drop cheers to sing 
With the freedom of a king. 
From thy perch survey the fields 
Where prolific nature yields 
Naught, that, willingly as she». 
Man surrenders not to thee. 
For hostility or hate 
None thy pleasures can create. 
Thee it satisfies to sing- 
Sweetly the return of spring, 
Herald of the genial hours, 
Harming neither herbs nor flow'rs. 
Therefore man thy voice attends 
Gladly — thou and he are friends ; 
Nor thy never-ceasing strains 
Phoebus or the muse disdains 
As too simple or too long, 
For themselves inspire the song. 
Earth-bom, bloodless, undecaying'. 
Ever singing, sporting, playing. 
What has nature else to show 
Godlike in its khid as thou ? 



> 



TR&HSLATIOIIS OF GRBIt TERSX8. fM 

ON HERMOCRATIA. 

iERMocRATXA nam'd-— HMiye only one-— ~ 
rice fifteen births I bore, and buried none ; 
r neither Phcebas pierced my thriving joys, 
r Dian— she my girls, or he my boys. 
t Dian rather, when my daughters lay 
parturition, chas*d then* pangs away. 
d all my sons, by Fhoebus' bounty shar'd 
ng*rous youth, by sickness unimpaired. 
Viobe ! far less prolific ! see 
f boast against Latona shamed by me ! 



FROM MENANDER. 

?'oND youth ! who dream'st, that hoarded gold 

Is needful, not alone to pay 
for all thy various items sold, - 

To serve the wants of every day ; 

Sread, vinegar, and oil, and meat. 
For sav'ry viands seasoned high ; 

)ut somewhat more important yet— -^ 
I tell theft what it cannot buy. 

^o treasure, hadst thou more amaas*d, 
Than fame to Tantalus assigned, 

Yould save thee from a tomb at last. 
But thou must leave it all behind. 
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I give thee, therrfore, counsel wise ; 

Confide not vainly in thy store, 
However large much less despise 

Others comparatively poor; 

But in thy more exalted state 

A just and equal temper show, 

That all who see thee rich aud great 
May deem thee worthy to be so. 



OH 

DALLAS, BATHING, 

mOH A HYMN OF CALIMAGHV9. 

Nor oils of balmy scent produce. 
Nor mirror for Minerva's use. 
Ye nymphs who lave her; she, array*d 
In genuine beauty scorns thehr aid. 
Not even when they left the skies 
To seek on Ida's head the prize 
From Paris' hand, did Juno deign, 
Or Pallas in the crystal plain 
Of Simois' stream her locks to trace. 
Or in the mirror's polished face. 
Though Venus oft with anxious care 
Adjusted twice a single hair. 



^^m 
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TO DEMOSTHENES. 

It flatters and deceives thy view, 

This mirror of ill polish'd ore ; 
For were it just, and told thee true, 

Thou wouldst consult it never more, 



ON A 

SIMILAR CHARACTER. 

You give your cheeks a rosy stain, 
With washes dye your hair, 

But paint and washes both are vain 
To give a youthful air. 

Those wrinkles mock your daily tofl, 
No labour will efface 'em, 

Tou wear a mask of smoothest oil, 
Tet still with ease we trace 'em. 

An art so fruitless then forsake. 

Which though you much excel in, 

You never can contrive to make 
Old Hecuba youqg Helen. 



I 
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ON AN UGLY FJEXLOW. 

BtwARV, my friend ! of orysUl brook, 
Or fountain, lest that hideoos hoolc, 

Thy nose, thoo chance to see ; 
Narcissus' fate would then be thine, 
And self-detested thou wouldst pine. 

As self-enamoiir*d he. 



ON A 

BATTERED BEAUTY. 

Hair, wax, rouge, honey, teeth, you buy, 

A multifarious store ! 
A mask at once would all supply. 

Nor would it cost you more. 



ON A THIEF. 

Wrev Aulus, the nocturnal thief, made prise 
Of Hermes, swifl-wing'd envoy of the skies, 
Hermes, Arcadia's king , the thief divine, 
Who, when an infant, stole Apollo's tone. 
And whom, as arbiter and overseer 
Of our gymnastic sports, we planted here ; 
** Hermes," he cried, " you meet no new disaster ; 
" OfUimes the pupil goes beyond his master." 



\ 
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ON PEDIGBEE. 

FROM ZPICHARMUS. 

if 7 mother, if thou love me, name no more 
Ay noble birth ! Sounding at every breath 
Ay noble birth, thou Idll'st me. Thither fly, 
is to their only refuge, all from whom 
Mature withholds all good besides ; they boast 
Their noble birth, conduct us to the tombs 
>f their forefathers, and from age to age 
Ascending, trumpet their illustrious race : 
iut whom hast thou beheld, or canst thou name, 
Oeriv'd from no forefather ? Such a man 
Lives not ; for how could such be bom at all ? 
ind if it chance, that native of a land 
^ar distant, or in infancy depriv'd 
Df all his kindred, one, who eiEnnot trace 
9is origin, exist, why deem him sprung 
^rom baser ancestry than theh^, who can f 
SLy mother ! he, whom nature at his birth 
Sndow*d with virtuous qualities, although 
kn ^thiop and a slave, is nobiy bom. 



ON ENVY. 

Pity, says the Theban bard, 
Fr«n my wishes I discard ; 

Cc 
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Envy, let me rather be, 
Rather far a theme for thee ! 
Fity to distress b shown. 
Envy to the great alone— 
So tiie ThebaiH-But to aUBe 
Less Gosspiouous be mine ! 
I prefer the. golden mean 
Ponq» and penary between; 
For akucm and penl wait 
Ever on the Ic^tiest state, 
And the lowest, to the •nil, 
OUoqtiy and scorn attend. 



BY PHILEMON. 

Oft we enhance our iUs 1^ dlsooi^entik 
And give them bulk, beyond what natuire meant. 
A parent, brother, friend decea8'o(» to Qry — 
" He's dead indeed, but he was bom to d|«h-*'*' 
Such temperate grief is suited to (he sine 
And burthen of the loss ; is just and wise. 
But to exclaim, " Ah ! wherefore was I bom, 
" Thus to be left, for ever thus forlorn?" 
Who thus laments hb loss, invites distress. 
And magnifies a wo that might be less, 
Throu^ dull despondence to his lot resigned. 
And leaving reason's remedy behind. 






S91 



BT MOSCHUS. 



1 SLEPT, when Venus entered: to my bed 
A Cupid in her beauteous hand she led, 
A ba^ul-seeming boy, and thus she said : 

" Shepherd receive my little one ! I bring 
'* An untaught love, whom thou must teach to sing." 
She said, and left him. I suspecting naught 
Many a sweet strain my subtle pupil taught. 
How reed to reed Pan first with osier bound. 
How Pallas form'd the pipe of softeit sound, 
How Hermes gave the lute, and howtiie quire 
Of Phcebus owe to Phcebus' self the lyre. 
Such were my themes ; my themes naught headed he, 
But ditties sang of am'rous sort to me. 
The pangs, that mortals and immortals prove 
From Yenus' influence, and the darts of love. 
Thus was the teacher by the pupil taught ; 
Hit lessons I retained, and mine forgot 



i 
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EPIGRAMS, 

TBAHSIJLTED FROM THE LATUT OF OWBV. 

ZY IGNORANTEM ARROGMTTEM UfTUM. 

O^^tkfumt Iam, te tenet ignoranHa duplex, 
SeU mkUt et nesm te quqque adre mhil, 

ON ONE IGNORANT AND ARROGANT. 

Thou mayest of double ign'rance boast, 
Whaknow'st not, that thou nothing know'st 



PRUDEJrrS SIMPLICITAS. 

Ut nvlli noeuiase vdis, imiiare eohunbam •* 
Serpeniem^ utposHt nemo noeere tibi. 

PRUDENT SIMPLICmr. 

That thou mayest injure no man, dove-like be. 
And serpent-like, that none may injure thee ! 



AD AMICUM PAVPEREM. 

Eit mah nunc f Utinam in pejus son omnia vertat ; 
Succeduni aumms optima save malts. 
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TO A FRIEND IN IHSTRESS. 



I WISH thy lot, now bad, still worse, my fric^nd; 
For when at worst they say, things always mend. 



Omnia me dvm junior €»em, stire pulabtkn : 
Quo scio plus^ hoe mt nunc seio scire minus. 

When little more than boy in age, 
I deem'd n^elf almost a sage ; 
But now seem worthier to be styl'd, 
For ignorance — almost a child. 



LEX TAUOmS, 

Majorum nunquamt Aule, legis monumenta tuorum : 
Mrum est, posteritas si tua acripta legal. 

RETAUATION. 

The works of ancient bards divine, 
Aulus, thou scom'st to read ; 

And should posterity read thine, 
It would be strange indeed f 



Ce^ 



SUNSET AND SUNBISE, 

Contemplate, when the sun declines. 
Thy death, with deep reflection 

And when again he rising shines^ 
Thy day of resurrection I 
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TRANSLATIONS 

FROM 

THE FABLES OF GAY. 

LEPUS MULTIS AMICUS. 

LustTs amicitia est, uni nisi dedita, cdu iit, 
Simplice ni nexus foedere, lusus amor. 

Incerto genitore puer, non saepe paternas 
Tutamen novit, deliciasque domiis: 

Quiquc sibi fidos fore multos sperat, amicus, 
Minim est, huic misero si ferat ullos opera. 

Corais erat, mitisqiie, et nolle et velle paratns 

Cum quovis, Gaii more modoque, Lepus. 
Ille, quot in sylvis, et qiiot spatiantur in agris 

Quadrapcdes. udrat conciliare sibi ; 
Et quisque innocno, invitoque lacessere quenquam 

Labra tenus saltcm iidus amicus erat. 
Ortum sub lucis dum pressa cubilia linquit, 

Rorantes herbas, pabula sneta, petens, 
Venatorum audit clangores pon^ sequentem, 

Fulmineumque sonum territus erro fugit. 
Corda )>avor pulsat, sursum sed^t, erigit aures, 

Respicit, et sentit jam prope adesse neccm. 
Utquc canes fallat lat^ circumVagus, illuc, 

Unde abiit, miri calUditate TedAVi, 
Viribus at fractis tandem se pToi\«X\. \!^VtQ 
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In medid mberum semianimemque vi&. 
Vix ibi stratus, eqiu sonitum pedis audit, et, oh ipa 

Quam leU adventu cor agitatur equi ! 
Dorsum (inquit) mihi, chare, tuum concede, tnoqtie 

Auxilio nares fallere, vimque canum. 
Me meus, ut nosti, pes.prodit fidus amicus 

Fert quodcunque lubens, nee grave sentit, onus. 
Belle miselle lepuscule, (equus respondet) amara 

Omnia quse tibi sunt, sunt et amara mihi. 
Verum age — i^me animos — multi, me pone, boniqoc 

Adveniunt, quorum sis citd salvus ope, 
Proximus armenti dominus bos solicitatus 

Auulium his verbis se dare posse negat 
Quando quadrupedum, quot vivunt, nutttls amicum 

Me nescire potest usque fuisse tibi, 
Libertate sequus, quam cedit amicus amico, 

Utar, et absque metu ne tibi displiceam ; 
Hinc me mandat amor. Juxtaistum messis acarvom 

Me mea, pne cunctis chara, juvenca manet ; 
Et quis non ultro qusecunque negotia linquit, 

Pareat ut dominae, cum vocat ipsa, suae ? 
Neu me crudelem dicas — discedo — sed hircus, 

Cujus ope effugias integer, hircos adest^' 
Febrem (ait hircus) habes. Heu, sicca ut lomioa 
' languent ! 

Utque caput, collo dcficiente, jacet ! 
Hirsutum mihi tergum ; et forsan Iseserit fegrusi, 

Yellere eris nfelius fultus, ovisque venit 
Me mihi fecit onua lAXwt^, QNiS^Nskn^V^sBSosXaaa 



TIUNSI.ATI0N8 FROM OAT. S&l 

Ble nee velocem neo fortem jacto, solentque 

Nos etiam ssevi dilacerare canes. 
Uhimus accedit vitulus, vitulumque precatnr 

Ut periturum alias ocyus eripiat. 
Remne ego, respondet vitulus, suscepero tantam, 

Non depulsus adhuc ubere, natus heri ? 
Te, qiiem maturi canibus valldique relinquunt, 

Incolumem potero reddere parvus ego ? 
Ftoterea toUens quern illi aversantur, amicis 

Forte parum videar consuluisse meis. 
Ignoscas oro. Fidissima dissociantur 

Corda, et tale tibi sat liquet esse meum. 
Bece autem ad calces canis est ! te quanta perempt* 

Tristitia est nobis ingruitura 1 ^Vale ! 



AVAKUS ET FLUTUS. 

IcTA fenestra Euri flatu stridebat, avarus 

Ex somno trepidus surgit, opumque memor. 
Lata silenter humi ponit vestigia, quemque 

Respicit ad sonitum respiciensque tremit; 
Angustissima quseque foramina lampade visit. 

Ad vectes, obices, fertque refertque manum. 
Dein reserat crebris junctam compagibus arcam 

Exultansque omnes conspicit intus opes. 
Sed tandem furiis ultricibus actus ob artes 

Quels sua res tenuis creverat in cumulum. 
6ontortis manibus nunc stat, nunc ^ec,\n»x^'<^!fitsgKB&. 

Aaram execntm, pcrniciemqji^ noc^% 
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tiLAIfSLittOiri FftOll 




O mJhi, Aitf mhet^ mens quani t 

Hoc eel asset adituc si ihchIo tl 
Nunc atiteta virtus ipsa est vena 

Quid contra vltii toruitna ssb^ 
O inlmlcum aurum ! O bomini in 

€iii datuf lUecelimB vincere p 
Aurnm homines suasit cout^muf 
turn est, 

£t prseler nomert ml retinere 1 
Aiirum cyncta mat! per terras se 

Aunim noctumis furlbua annii 
Bella docet fortes, ttmidosque ad 

Fcedlfragaa artes, maltlplicesqi 
Nee vHil quicquBttt est, quod noi 

El male^uadi auri sacpilegaqii 
Dixit, et ingemujt ; Plutuique sui 

Ante oculos, ira fcrvidus, ipsa 
Arc am clausit avaru$, et ora hon 

Ostcndeus; trcmulutn sic Deui 
Questlbus hia raucl^ tnilit cur, stull 

Ista tut almilis tristia qulsqne c 
Ct>inmacu!avi egone huiaatium 
Culpa, 

Dum rapif, et captas ocnnmt ci 
Mene execrandum censes, quia t 

Critniaibus fiutit ^lernictosa tiii 
VirtutLs specie^ pulcbro ceu pnlli 

Quiaqiie catiis ncbulo .^ordlda f 



TKANSLATIOHS FROM OAT. 



fm 



£t dimin subito vergit ad imperium. 
Hinc, nimiam dum latro aanim detrudit in arcam, 

Idem aurem latet in pectore pestis edax. 
Nutrit avaritiam et fastam, suspendere adonco 

Suadet naso inopes, et vitiuni omne docet 
Auri et larga probo si copia contigit, instar 

Boris dilapsi ex sthere cuncta beat : 
Turn, quasi numen inesset, alit, fovet, edacat orbos, 

£t viduas laciymis- ora rigare vetat. 
Quo sua crimina jure auro derivet avarns, 

Aurum animae pretium qui cupit atque capita 
Lege pari gladium incuset sicarius atrox 

Cseso homine, et feirum judicet «sse reum. 



PAPILIO ET UMAX. 

Qui subito ex imis rerum in fastigia surgit, 
Nativas sordes, quicquid agatur, olet. 



THE END. 



D. Fanshaw, Letter-preu and Co^BilD«c-'^\ii«.'^fcB^Kc ^ 
Ko. 10 CUS-&treet. 
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